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An  ode  to  my  Amygdala 

Jonathan  Bulthuis 


Horrible  component,  impetus  of 
action;  reptilian,  under-evolved, 
craven,  worthless,  and  insipid  organ! 

Bastion  of  doubt,  second  guesser,  coward! 
Wakefulness  without  your  interruption 
is  an  explosive,  transcendent,  bursting 
state  of  cognition  in  which  I  revert 
to  my  essential,  vertical-light-self, 
and  burn  out  across  the  inhibited 
avenues  of  the  world  with  electric 
confidence.  But  that  rarely  happens. 

Like  now.  You  censor  every  word  that  forms, 
and  I  bark  out  stunted  sentences 
and  end  up  with  a  shitty  poem. 


FooFoo  Cachoo 

Nicle  Garriott 


2 


Smoke 


Calvin  Bonnema 


Yellowstone 

Adam  Johnson 

We  bathed  in  hot  earl  grey 
by  a  geyser  at  Yellowstone 
National  Park. 

We  howled  under  midnight  clouds 
and  placid  moonlight, 

while  venom  rain  soaked  the  tops  of  our  heads 
and  poison  burrowed  into  our  bronchioles. 
Films  of  sap  unraveled  from  the  trees, 
fire  ants  came  rushing 
on  all  sixes,  worms  floated  up  from  their 
holes  in  the  soil 

and  crawled,  contracting  muscles 
to  avoid  the  pools  of  venom  rain 
crashing  down  on  them.  We  stretched, 
our  muscles-  tight  and  elongated, 
and  dunked  our  heads, 
becoming  one  with  the  warm  sensation 
of  ginseng. 
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A  Poem  Written  while  Cleaning  Rooms  in  the  East 
Wing  of  the  Lake  Yellowstone  Hotel  on  July  16th. 

(or) 

always  write  poetry  at  work — it's  the  only  time 
you'll  get  paid  to  write  poetry 
Emily  Likins 


I  feel  my  own  weepy  words  wobble  amongst 

the  influence  of  the  external;  searching  for  their  place  on  my  pen. 

I  find  the  question  is  not  "how  to  presume"  but 

"where  to  begin" 

My  rhythm  ruptured  with  three  sharp  raps  and  an  almost  always 
unanswered  announcement: 

"hello,  housekeeping" 

The  cheap  tricks  of  alliteration  illuminate 

my  own  creeping  insecurities 

As  I  scrub  toilets  and  clean  up  after  messy  strangers 

visiting  my  second  star  on  the  left; 

where  there  is  no  such  need  for  pixie  dust, 

or  magic, 

or  distractions  from  the  surreal. 

Sitting  atop  a  supervolcano,  hoping 
everyday  it  blows  so  I  need 
not  return  to  reality; 

contemplating  mortality  and  the  temporary  in 

the  technicolor  visions  during  my  utterly  Divine 

Moments  of  Truth — 

inspired  by  the  sunlashes, 

reflected  in  sandy  sketches; 

incited  by  the  unreality 

I  believed  to  be 

That  I  believed  to  be 
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impossible  and 
irresponsible  and  therefore 
inevitably  wrong. 

but  the  roaming  buffalo  are  somehow 
slowly  releasing  me  from  my  self-inflicted 
birdcage  of  disaster, 

like  a  pillow  stripped  of  its  case,  receiving 
redemption  from  an  avocado  bowl 
as  an  osprey  soars  overhead  and  I  devour  my 
(barely)  Edible  Daily  Rations  and  I  can  finally 
Believe  in  the  impossible  and  the 
improbable  and 

I  can  finally  feel  inspiration  saturating 
Me,  like  soy  sauce  filling  my  marrow. 

Somewhere  in  pockets  full  of  bears  and  perfect  towel  folds, 
reading  toilet  paper  like  tea  leaves, 

I  became  freer  than  a  small  child  of  four, 
speeding  my  descent- 
no  longer  a  spawning  salmon. 

After  all,  I'm  simply  swimming  down  the  Lucinda  River,  hoping 
for  the  malaise  to  lift  before  I  lose  myself  in 
the  Mardi  Gras  celebration  that  is 
My  own  delusion. 

And  I'm  sorry  Mr.  Prufrock,  but  once  you  measure  out  your  life  with 

these  mountains, 

coffee  spoons  just  won't  cut  it. 
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Dialogue  is  a  fine  sweeping  motion 

Michelle  Palios 


I  was  afraid  to  touch  the  pliable  existence  around  me 
Concerned  it  would  be  pulled  apart  at  its  seams 
Falling  apart  like  feathered  skin,  limp  at  the  connections. 
I  felt  detachment 

Raw  and  hollowed  out  in  the  focus. 

That  was  all  that  settled,  all  that  remained  holy. 

Dialogue 

A  fine,  sweeping  motion 
In  and  out. 


Dance  like  Everyone  is  Watching 

Nicole  Garriott 
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I  COOK  WITH  SPELLS 

Linda  J  Steger 


I  cook  with  spells  she  says. 

I  smile  wishing  I  could,  understanding 
exactly  what  she  means. 

I  sprinkle  words  on  paper  and  write 
with  spells  . . . 

Artists  sometimes  cannot  recognize 
each  other  if  one  has  not  admitted  to  the 
addiction.  Art  is  too  often  a  secret  way  of  life. 

If  we  lived  in  PARIS  it  would  be  fashionable, 
even  a  status  beyond  our  wildest  dreams. 

But  here  on  Revolutionary  soil  where  guns,  politics, 
and  faces  of  dead  presidents  on  green-backs 
make  up  the  canvas  of  social  order, 

Artists  are  beaten  out  by  alarm  clocks  over  the 
natural  beauty  of  the  human  spirit  manifested 
by  the  sensory  pleasures  of  life. 


Random  Movement  of  Molecules  Kat  Boehle 
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Bent 

Stephanie  Hiller 


The  flooded  tiles  are  thankfully  cold 
Caustic,  glossed  and  cleansed. 

The  wiser  speaks  a  kindred  celt 
yet  chokes  a  magnet  to  a  tree. 

How  is  it  that  I  do  pay  tribute  to  composition 
then  morph  into  a  puddle  'neath  a  skyscraper- 
Donning  glasses  side  a  flute  of  wine 
Clenching  gold  in  my  fists 
Crafting  movement  on  mute; 

Whilst  crooning  best  as  birds- 
How  then,  is  it  aimed-  a  fondness 
Is  faux,  in  flight  I've  slipped  and  knelt 
In  synapse  withered  salted  wet- 
Define  a  citrus  mood  with  pleasure- 
Our 

slumber  seldom  meets  the  dawn;  nor  should  it 
For  sleep  only  signs  a  blank  mind  in  awe. 

They've  proven  from  crib  to  crane,  chosen  struggles. 
You,  a  wretched  pool  of  muse 
Leak  above  my  daily  cup  of  coffee. 

It's  impossible  to  elude  you. 

Those  queries  do  shine 
I  strip  lips  to  pores,  then  inch  the  ledge. 

Those  fifty  foot  walls  quench  my  thrill; 

I've  startled,  knocked,  wedged  and  frozen. 

Awaiting  a  sign  of  soul  to  key; 
access  is  bent. 

A  selfish  illusion  can  stress  a  fraction 
Critically; 

Bent. 
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Jam  Session 

Miranda  Gothard 


Subtle  beats  bellow  softly 
as  tuning  and  pruning 
encompass  the  moment. 

Gentle  strums  echo  significantly 

for  those  seeking  inspiration 

in  a  place  where  creation  transpires. 

Alignment  of  ideas  alienate  indecision 
as  pure  lung  chambers  hold  sweet  savory  air 
and  gasping  and  rasping  is  like  second  guessing. 

Yet  tapping  and  rapping 

leads  to  drumming  and  humming 

and  so  ending  is  starting  again. 


Ray's  Music  Exchange 

Sam  T.  Jensen 
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The  Muse  Haunts  Me 

Dedicated  to  Hadassah 
Megan  Twietmeyer 


The  muse  haunts  me 

her  icy  lifeless  hands  reach  out  to  me. 
I'm  prepared  to  go  through  all  this  again: 

Flatlined 

•  •  • 

My  heart  is  poured  out. 

My  mind  is  bared. 

All  can  see,  touch,  know 
my  pain 
my  joy 
my  needs 
my  wants. 

Nothing  is  hidden  from  this  wicked  controlling  being. 

I  am  held  in  bondage  unable  to  be  loosed. 

The  more  I  write  the  tighter  this  noose  gets. 

The  fire  burns... 

She  comes  to  life. 

I  can't  stop  her  now- 
Even  if  I  wanted  to. 

(I  don't  want  to). 

She  touches  me. 

I  feel  ice,  heat,  the  burning  passion  of  desire  and  the  cold 

bitterness  of  self-hatred 

because  in  that  moment  I  know  that  I  cannot  live 
without  her. 

She  will  always  be  a  part  of  me. 

And  truth  be  told 

I  wouldn't  have  it  any  other  way. 
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This  is  the  life  I  live 

The  path  that  I  have  chosen  or  has  been  chosen  for  me. 

I  don't  know. 

What  I  do  know  is  that  my  muse  is  here. 

She's  guiding  my  pen. 

Sometimes. ..it  hurts. 

Today  though  it's  okay. 

Today  the  muse  has  come  to  leave  a  gift 
while  asking  for  in  return  for 

nothing. 


Chastity? 

Nicole  Garriott 
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BLACK  SWEAT 

Nadia  Dunlap 


Again,  you  massage  the  inner  thoughts  of  my  being  until  I  exude 
my  fascination  onto  your  curiosity.  I  pardon  my  tendency  by 
having  midnights  of  splendor  in  your  arms  and  across  my  bed. 

You  are  dipped  in  my  enthusiasm.  I  am  drenched  in  our  heated 
curiosity.  My  mind  runs  and  my  body  captures  you.  I  collect  you 
in  my  thoughts  throughout  the  day,  until  I  can  conclude  you 
into  my  submission.  I  am  caught  in  the  rapture  of  the  night's 
rumbles.  As  the  earth  quakes  and  splits  my  personality  to  the 
inside  of  yours.  Looking  forward  to  the  calamity  I  feel  in  the 
tinkling  of  my  toes  as  my  fingertips  caress  your  back.  Leaving 
traces  of  my  lipstick.  Beading  down  your  back  and  Trickling  down 
your  soul.  Incensing  our  love  scene  as  you  travel  down  the  road 
that  no  one  has  traveled,  or  have  we  become  the  road  and  you 
are  my  seek  and  I  am  the  found.  Oh  I  recognize  its  time  for  the 
downpour  that  is  waiting  inside  of  me.  Daring  for  you  to  allow 
its  turn  to  return  once  again.  While  I  am  dusking  the  dawn  of 
your  body  waiting  for  its  invitation  to  submerge  itself  inside  my 
desire.  You  and  I  become  a  cascade  of  one.  You  are  becoming 
the  punctuation  inside  my  question  riddling  my  body  for  new 
found  answers.  Electricity  quivers  through  my  body  as  I  return 
the  favor  of  passionate  moments.  My  pulse  incites  a  riot  that  a 
flame  couldn't  hold  a  candle  to.  Dwelling  inside  my  pores  looking 
for  an  outward  entrance  on  to  your  body.  The  dynamics  of  your 
dynamic  creeps  inside  my  parameters  controlling  my  sphere.  Are 
you  my  dynasty  for  all  time  or  for  only  this  timeless  moment?  Too 
many  times  of  venturing  into  my  unknowns  without  protecting 
my  virtue.  How  could  this  be?  I  am  now  the  center  of  my  destiny 
destined  by  another  soul  that  could  be  lurking  inside  me.  Now 
I  am  a  girl  interrupted  by  age  and  hormones  who  doesn't  leave 
life  best  stories  told  for  women  of  a  mature  age.  Before  I  looked 
at  my  virginity  as  something  of  a  joke  something  that  wasn't  that 
serious  and  would  cause  me  no  problems  when  I  decided  to  give  it 
away,  it  would  right  and  perfect  with  the  man  of  dreams  and  I  just 
knew  he  would  never  leave  me  alone.  Now,  I  am  alone  confused, 
depressed  looking  for  a  way  to  mend  back  my  holy  temple.  To  give 
my  virtue  away  to  man  who  understands  me  cares  for  my  than 
just  my  body.  But  for  someone  wants  me  for  my  soul,  my  mind 
and  loves  for  me  and  all  the  things  that  are  right  and  wrong  with 
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me.  Not  with  just  a  man  who  says  I  am  beautiful  because  I  fit  the 
description  of  a  model  off  BET  or  MTV.  A  man  a  real  man  who 
would  tell  me  to  slow  down  when  we  are  moving  too  fast  towards 
the  bedroom,  telling  me  that  we  should  wait  all  while  before  we 
go  all  the  way.  Someone  who  believes  and  only  practices  safe  sex, 
someone  who  doesn't  find  it  attractive  to  say  he  has  slept  with 
me  and  every  other  girl  in  the  neighborhood.  Someone  who  says  I 
love  you  before  and  after  we  have  sex,  not  someone  who  says  they 
love  me  only  during  sex.  A  man  that  knows  how  to  be  a  gentle 
man  that  still  holds  the  door  for  me  and  always  says  thank  you 
for  even  the  smallest  little  things.  Now,  I  am  the  someone.  Who 
should  have  thought  twice  about  not  having  all  these  things  in  a 
man  before  I  let  you  inside  my  most  private  of  places?  Now  I  am 
lost  in  daze  caught  between  aghast  concentrations  of  the  human 
body?  Her  concept  for  life  now  becomes  her  inception  for  nightly 
ceremonies  induced  by  drugs  and  alcohol.  His  lust  filled  errors 
have  come  to  correct  my  innocence  and  turned  me  in  to  a  mother 
too  soon.  Mother  Nature  gave  no  signs  that  she  will  return  this 
month.  Her  thoughts  of  a  young  bright  future  have  been  cut 
short.  She  races  her  to  make  an  appointment  to  sit  in  this  room 
that  is  filled  with  under  age  women  connecting  with  my  same 
shame  and  disappointment.  Her  blood  stream  becomes  an  option 
for  the  addition  of  a  second  life.  Destiny  sealed  around  marking 
around  of  a  cup.  Ecstasy  left  her  clueless,  stupidity  didn't  credit 
her  innocence.  Being  only  fifteen  gave  her  reality.  The  answer 
gave  another  chance.  The  doctor  said  No  STDs  and  No  I  am  not 
pregnant.  She  gave  herself  a  new  beginning.  Her  body  made  itself 
a  scared  temple.  Her  relationship  became  broken.  However,  her 
destiny  became  restored.  Time  began  to  reward  her  with  the  new 
life  she  was  once  again  proud  to  have. 

The  United  States  has  the  highest  rates  of  teen  age  pregnancy  and 
birth  of  the  Western  Industrialized  world.  Teenage  pregnancy  costs 
the  United  States  at  least  7  billion  annually. 

1  out  of  3  girls  in  the  United  States  will  get  pregnant.  Every  year 
around  750,000  teenagers  will  get  pregnant. 

Unmarried  teenagers  having  children  account  for  24  percent  of  all 
unmarried  expectant  mothers. 

More  than  2  of  3  of  all  teenagers  who  have  a  baby  will  not 
graduate  from  high  school. 

More  than  1/3  of  all  teenage  pregnancy  will  end  in  abortion. 

45  percent  of  unintended  pregnancy  will  end  in  abortion. 
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Favio  Lopez 

Favio  Lopez 


father  is  a  name  earned,  not  given 
any  fool  can  make  babies  but  not  raise  children 
whether  a  mistake  or  planned,  must  care  for  his  seed 
A  man,  a  father,  is  what  the  children  will  need 

A  man  and  a  woman  produce  4  children  in  Mexico 

Before  they're  teens,  says  he's  got  to  go 

Leaves  his  family  behind,  produces  2  more  with  another 

2  boys,  so  to  the  original  welcome  2  half  brothers 

Goes  back  to  his  first  family,  brings  them  to  the  states 

Gets  them  settled,  leaves  again,  lets  them  make  their  own  fates 

Goes  back  to  numero  dos,  gets  them  to  Cali 

Leaves  her,  goes  back  to  Illinois  with  another  family 

No  new  kid  but  raises  someone  else's 

He's  barely  a  man,  epitome  of  being  selfish 

Thinks  only  of  himself,  he's  out  for  number  1 

2  countries,  2  states,  3  women,  7  kids,  now  he's  done 

finally  settled  to  raise  a  child,  no  more  mistakes 

Go  ahead  be  a  father  to  the  one  child  you  didn't  make 

father  is  name  earned,  not  given 

any  fool  can  make  babies,  takes  a  man  to  raise  children 

the  youngest  of  the  original  4  is  my  mother 

the  sperm  donor  &  coyote  was  my  supposed  grandFATHER 
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iPw-1 


no  name 

Anastasiya  Dankova 
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Grave  Heart 


Adrienne  Ratzel 


16 


Three  songs  for  the  wounded 

Irving  Gamboa 


DEATH 

The  end  approaches 

All  motion  has  been  injured 

Night  undresses  from  its  crystal  gown 

Tender  whispering  memories 
Flash  along  the  empty  countryside 

A  small  bird  wearing  golden  slippers 
Cradles  over  a  soft  silver  skull 

Cleansed,  soft  and  drenched 
You  awake  at  infinity's  shore 


MEMORY 

A  white  day  approaches  from  distant  fields 

The  first  summer  breeze  carries  the  slight  green  words  of  dusk 

A  wonderful  Polaroid  light  filters  through  the  kitchen  window 

And  I'm  a  child  again:  watching  a  dusty  road 

Dreaming  of  now, 

Dreaming  of  the  unknown  safety  of  time 
DREAM 

Her  arms  stretched  far  beyond  the  gleaming  bend 
The  warmth  of  evening  light  upon  a  distant  mural 
Nosebleed  scathing  a  child's  dreamless  night 
Her  mane:  a  roof  on  fire 

A  liquid  navel  echoing  across  the  streets  at  dawn 
A  dreaming  child:  a  dying  soul:  a  ghost  across  the  shattered  window 
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Silence 

Nick  Toepper 

You  take  freedom  for  granted.  Life.  Air.  Sunlight.  I  haven't  had  any  of  it 
in  six  years.  That's  how  long  it  takes  nowadays.  It  isn't  just  "let's  kill  'em 
and  be  done  with  it."  No,  they  have  to  let  me  rot  in  a  tiny  room  with 
nothing  but  my  thoughts. 

Torture. 

I'm  sorry  for  what  I  did,  time  has  taught  me  that.  But  it  also  taught 
me  a  lot  of  other  stuff,  like  knowing  that  nobody  cares.  Nobody  cares 
about  what  I  want;  nobody  cares  about  how  sorry  I  am.  In  the  eyes  of 
the  law,  nothing  matters.  The  guard  that  brings  me  my  food  wouldn't 
care  whether  I  was  a  cold-blooded  killer  or  stayed  awake  every  night 
listening  to  screams  inside  my  head.  He  wouldn't  care  if  I  tried  to 
strangle  him  when  he  shoved  my  food  through  the  door  slot.  He 
wouldn't  care  if  I  was  an  angel  or  committed  suicide.  Nobody  cares. 
That's  why  I  requested  a  pen  and  paper.  You  see,  I  was  created  for 
a  reason.  I  don't  know  what  that  is,  so  I  pen  this  out  in  hope  that 
someone  takes  notice. 

The  years  I've  seen.  I  can  tell  you  exactly  how  many  cracks  are  in  the 
walls.  I  can  tell  you  what  kind  of  glove  the  guard  is  wearing  when  I  see 
only  his  hand. 

I  cannot  tell  you...  my  name.  I  don't  remember  what  it  is.  The 
number  on  my  uniform  says  006.  I  know  I  had  a  name  once,  I  can't 
remember  what  it  was,  and  it  drives  me  nuts.  No,  nuts  would  be  an 
understatement.  I  have  literally  nothing  to  fill  my  time  with,  no  reason 
to  get  out  of  bed  in  the  morning.  Is  it  morning?  I  can't  tell.  I  haven't 
been  able  to  for  years.  So  I  lie  in  bed  and  think.  Thinking  about  my 
name  can  take  all  day.  Thinking  out  loud  hurts  my  ears.  It's  noise.  I  hate 
noise.  That's  what  got  me  here  in  the  first  place. 

I  can't  think  anymore.  White  noise.  The  noise  in  my  head,  so  loud  I 
want  to  rip  it  out,  so  safe  in  my  skull.  The  noise  outside  my  head,  the 
noise  of  silence.  Unimpeded  silence  for  days  at  a  time.  After  a  while,  I 
start  hearing  things.  Things  that  aren't  there. 

Am  I  insane?  I  certainly  hope  so.  I  do  not  know.  No,  I  don't  think  so. 

If  I  was  I  would  know  it,  and  I  could  explain  to  myself  how  I  got  here. 
Don't  get  me  started,  I've  already  examined  every  little  detail,  every 
mistake  in  my  head.  I've  had  all  the  time  in  the  world. 
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Noise,  the  noise  of  people  in  everyday  life.  Phones  ringing,  keyboards 
clacking.  Mumbling  to  themselves  and  customers  alike.  The  fans  over 
our  heads.  Noise,  noise,  noise. 

Memories  like  this  keep  me  wide  awake  at  night,  or  is  it  day?  Either 
way,  I  don't  know  the  time;  I  drift  in  and  out  of  consciousness. 

A  while  ago,  the  light  bulb  went  out.  Nobody  has  come  to  replace  it. 
Nobody  cares.  So  I  lay  in  bed  all  the  time,  never  knowing  whether  I  am 
asleep  or  awake.  I  write  in  the  dark  now,  going  by  feel  of  ink  beneath 
my  fingers  and  the  scent  of  paper. 

What  do  I  do?  Nothing.  I  dream  about  noise.  Oh  how  I  hate  noise.  It's 
very  quiet  here.  But  it's  the  kind  of  quiet  where  you  have  a  buzzing  in 
your  head.  I  can't  get  it  out,  I  can't  shut  it  out.  When  it's  gone  I  want  it 
back,  something  to  remind  me  that  I'm  still  alive. 

The  food  tray  sits  on  the  floor,  uneaten  and  full.  The  guard  slides  it  out 
and  slides  more  in.  I  try  to  speak,  to  say  something,  anything.  But  my 
voice  doesn't  work.  I  realize  it's  been  a  long  time  since  I  spoke. 

The  end  is  near.  I  have  nothing  left.  I  came  into  this  world  with 
everything,  and  I  threw  it  all  away  for  the  sake  of  my  own  deluded 
obsessions.  Silence,  the  complete  absence  of  noise.  It  is  impossible  to 
have  silence,  time  has  taught  me  that. 


*  *  * 


Some  time  later,  when  the  date  for  the  man's  execution  came  due,  they 
entered  006's  cell.  It  stank  of  an  unwashed  body,  mixed  with  the  stench 
of  something  dead.  They  switched  on  the  spare  light,  the  one  hanging 
unused  by  the  bed,  and  laid  eyes  on  the  corpse  of  a  man.  His  eyes  were 
open,  gazing  blindly  from  years  of  darkness,  in  his  hands  a  scrap  of 
paper  was  clutched,  the  noise  in  his  head  written  out  for  the  world  to 
see. 

The  guard  looked  at  the  man,  long  dead.  He  pocketed  the  paper,  and 
stood  there  for  a  moment.  His  sensitive  ears  trained  to  listen  for  a 
disturbance,  picked  up  no  sound  in  the  entire  building. 

Silence. 
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Pine  Island  Lullaby 

Kindra  Schaefer 

My  beer  is  as  flat  and  dull 

As  the  sunset  clientele  in  this  faded  clamshack. 

Behind  the  stringy  fingers  of  palms, 

The  heavy  sun  is  as  pink  as  a  lazy  flamingo. 

Pink  as  my  angry  tourist-skin. 

Behind  the  bar,  the  oyster-shucker  pumps  his  tireless  arm, 
Hoping  for  a  pearl. 

At  least  he  knows  where  to  look. 

There's  a  man  taking  the  seat  next  to  me, 

Dark  and  delicious  and  stormy  and  raw. 

It's  a  shame  about  his  jewelry. 

I  wonder  if  he  tastes  like  saltwater. 

Barkeep. 

Another  beer,  if  you  please. 


Curious  Calvin  Bonnema 
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boredom 

brian  michael  james  smallwood 


boredom 

it's  the  salty  underbelly  of  existence 
tied  to  earth  in  a  dull  matter 

i  hear  a  symphony  of  backward  guitars  decaying  my  mind 

&  sucking  the  notes 

into  [a  vacuum  of]  oblivion 

i'm  making  old  memories  current  by  living  in  the  now 

the  streets  don't  know  your  name 
but  they  have  your  number 

slowly  it  creeps  as  i  try  to  forget  you 


3P 

r-  iff- 


I've  Got  Your  Footprints  Right  Here 

Sam  T.  Jensen 
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Bleeding  Brother 

Emily  Hansen 

Her  yellow  flowered  snow  boots  sink  each  step  in  the  snow 
Beneath  her  scarf  rosy  cheeks  and  a  Rudolph  nose  are  hidden 
Tiny  fingers  pull  up  her  hat  to  peek  in  the  shed's  dirty  window 
Even  in  the  dead  cold  of  winter  there  is  still  a  rotting  stench 
On  tiptoes  she  finally  raises  her  head  high  enough  above  the  frame 
A  bloody  carcass  lay  discarded  in  the  center  of  the  decrepit  room 

The  world  spins  vibrant  yellow  as  she  falls  limp  in  the  front  room 

Mothers  high  healed  steps  -  a  dream  -  her  heart  feels  cold  like  snow 

Her  bony  fingers  clutch  the  table  next  to  the  family  picture  frame 

White  haired  children  in  a  family  that  keeps  dirty  secrets  hidden 

Lies  remain  silent  under  the  floorboards,  but  give  away  a  soiled  stench 

The  brown  boxes  in  the  back  of  the  car  bounce  as  she  stares  out  the  window 

She  looks  up  at  her  brother  thrashing  violently  outside  his  bedroom  window 
His  screams  vibrate  on  the  floorboards,  running  throughout  every  empty  room 
His  nightmares  have  followed  them  all,  it  is  impossible  to  scrub  away  the  stench 
A  white  streak  is  painted  in  her  hair  resembling  the  color  of  snow 
Broken  lips,  shredded  voice  -  someone,  someday  -  will  find  what  is  hidden 
I'm  not  a  little  girl  anymore  she  thinks,  drifting  further  out  of  the  frame 


Scared  eyes  fall  as  two  large  hands  squeeze  life  from  her  tiny  frame 
Yellow  flowered  snow  boots  float  outside  the  window 
Bloody  carcass-  Bloody  brother  -  the  secrets  they  keep  hidden 
Her  father  chopped  the  heads  of  chickens  in  a  small  room 
Winter  came  and  went,  but  blood  still  fell  like  snow 
A  light  switch  turned  downwards  covering  up  the  foul  stench 

Run,  fast  and  hard-  Away  from  him,  from  the  stench 
The  moon  pushes  the  sun  out  of  the  hazy  frame 
Crescent  illumination  beams  lucidity  upon  the  red  snow 
Don't.  Please.  Her  pleading  jumps,  unheard,  out  of  the  window 
Suffocating  breaths  escape  her  brother  in  the  small  room 
Chicken  heads  lay  lumped  in  a  pile,  supposedly  hidden 
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Hidden  pain  burrows  underneath  smiles  in  their  picture  frames 

Guilty  stench  on  his  skin  when  he  sees  her  wrecked  eyes  in  the  window 

Black  snow  falls  from  the  moon  -  yellow  snow  boots  in  the  abandoned  room 


What's  in  the  box? 

naDLosja 
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Just  the  Way  it's  Supposed  to  Be 

Erin  Cady 


Watch  my  hips  sway  as  I  kiss, 

They  suggest  you'll  never  experience  a  feeling  more  intriguing  than  this, 
We  have  chills  from  a  touch, 

Our  eyes  wander  in  love, 

Every  inch  is  paid  the  closest  attention, 

It's  all  the  power  a  body  could  dismiss  in  what  seems  to  be  a  slow  motion, 
Intensity  is  beauty  and  desire  and  it  is  unruly  and  in  these  moments  when 
we  find  ourselves  together, 

It  is  in  every  way  that  could  possibly  be,  and  it  isn't  you  or  me,  it's  we 


Embrace  Lila 

Adrienne  Ratzel 
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Gala  Cricle 

Linda  J  Steger 


Hushed  Tones 

Miranda  Gothard 


Soft  wind  blows  velvet  fingertips 
over  lace  and  thread; 
sun  patches  bloom  nostalgia 
inside  her  head. 

Dashing  between  cumulus 
amber  glow  sprinkles  the  land; 
swirls  of  leaves  tickle  tail  pipes; 
a  mother  holds  out  her  hand. 

Secure,  sighs  evaporate 
like  the  tendency  to  want, 
leaving  a  perfume  of  appreciation 
and  valor  that  is  sought. 

The  spirit  senses  hushed  kisses: 
transparent,  yet  striking, 
slaying  vulnerability, 
crafting  an  inward  liking. 
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Tireless 

K.B.  Moore 

she  spread  the  cover 
he  lay  there  resting 
no  consciousness 
beginning  of  morning 

he  lay  there  resting 
in  order  to  start 
beginning  of  morning 
with  such  importance 

in  order  to  start 
his  schedule  was  filled 
with  such  importance 
in  pursuit  of  wealth 

his  schedule  was  filled 
though  very  taxing 
in  pursuit  of  wealth 
the  job  was  not  easy 

though  very  taxing 
he  was  the  best 
the  job  was  not  easy 
he  had  no  replacement 

he  was  the  best 
missed  many  dinners 
he  had  no  replacement 
she  should  understand 

missed  many  dinners 
life  became  his  work 
she  should  understand 
because  it  was  critical 

life  became  his  work 
his  health  was  affected 
because  it  was  critical 
couldn't  fix  the  pain 
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his  health  was  affected 
she  spread  the  cover 
couldn't  fix  the  pain 
no  consciousness 

she  spread  the  cover 
he  lay  there  resting 
no  consciousness 
beginning  of  mourning 


Lucy  Dankova 
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Shame  Bucket 

Kindra  Schaefer 


He's  not  in  the  mood  for  one  of  the  sprawling,  well-lit  corporate- 
owned  affairs,  so  the  truck  stop  that  Moose  pulls  into  is  of  standard- 
issue  shithole  variety  -  spastic  fluorescents  fifty  feet  high  clustered 
about  the  pea-gravel  parking  lot,  potholes  big  enough  to  hide  a 
corpse  in.  He  hasn't  been  to  this  particular  one  before,  tucked  away 
along  a  seedier  section  of  the  Interstate  55  corridor,  but  he  knows 
it  well  before  even  turning  onto  the  exit  ramp.  It's  not  hard  -  the 
Dive  Truck  Stop  motif  doesn't  boast  much  variance  in  any  part  of 
this  great  country.  Skin  mags  of  most  any  flavor  behind  the  cashier, 
maybe  even  a  dusty  video  or  two,  cracked  plastic  stools  patched 
with  gummy  electrical  tape  flanking  a  yellowing  Formica  countertop, 
behind  which  an  ancient  waitress  slings  coffee  and  bullshit  of  equally 
bland  and  tasteless  vintage.  Maybe  a  table  or  two  full  of  loud  and 
smirking  drunks  for  good  measure  -  in  these  parts,  they'd  probably 
be  more  of  the  cranked-up  tradesmen  variety  than  the  Abercrombied 
college  set. 

Moose  expertly  guides  his  rig  into  the  spot  closest  to  the 
shadowed  treeline.  Hell,  maybe  he'll  get  a  jump  on  tomorrow  morn 
and  take  a  walk  through  the  forest.  Lord  knows  he  could  use  the 
exercise  -  bein'  perched  on  your  ass  for  a  living  sure  has  its  downside. 
He  pictures  what  the  trees,  mostly  a  variety  of  maples  and  a  few 
regal  oaks,  will  look  like  with  the  crisp  morning  sun  cascading  down, 
trying  mostly  in  vain  to  reach  the  pulverized  leaves  and  shabby 
undergrowth  of  the  forest  floor.  Utter  peace  -  without  the  squawking 
ignoramuses  all  over  his  CB,  he  might  actually  be  able  to  think  his 
own  thoughts.  The  reverie  is  quickly  invaded  by  the  thought  of 
what  hideous  sins  a  forest  skirting  a  seedy  truck  stop  could  contain, 
and  it  sours  him  to  the  whole  idea.  Fuck  it,  pop  an  Ambien  or  three 
and  sleep  in.  Tomorrow's  the  last  day  of  his  run,  and  ain't  that  just 
a  sunshine  sandwich?  Sure,  the  house  is  empty,  but  a  weekend  is  a 
weekend,  am  I  right? 

A  bitter  northern  wind  gathers  might,  agitating  errant  garbage- 
twisters  in  the  parking  lot,  then  peters  out  as  Moose  ambles  on  up 
to  the  dingy  diner.  The  meteorologic  tug-of-war  is  no  match  for  a 
large,  hairy  mammal;  a  burning  furnace  underneath  flannel  and  bib¬ 
alls.  He  makes  his  way  through  the  vacuum-sealed  breezeway  and 
into  the  diner,  shockingly  lithe  for  a  man  of  his  proportions.  He  slips 
into  a  booth  and  flags  down  the  aging  Marge  or  Flo  for  some  coffee 
for  his  Thermos.  The  switch  of  her  frail  hips  suggests  that  she  might 
have  been  a  looker  back  when  Kennedy  was  in  office.  Or  at  least  she 
thought  she  was.  Doesn't  it  amount  to  about  the  same  thing?  Does 
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her  pride  sting  just  a  bit  when  she  considers  the  circumstances  she's 
been  reduced  to  in  her  twilight  years? 

He  notices  the  girl  at  the  counter  out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye 
despite  his  efforts  to  lose  himself  in  the  Mythical  History  of  Flo.  Jesus, 
she  couldn't  be  more  than  eighteen,  if  that.  Her  face  seems  sculpted 
from  a  naivete  at  odds  with  her  years.  Especially  these  days.  What  in 
holy  hell  is  she  DOING  at  this  shitheap?  A  smile  of  dubious  sincerity 
jerks  open  her  mouth  from  time  to  time,  but  mostly  she  looks  like 
she'd  rather  be  toothbrush-scrubbing  the  men's  shitter  than  enduring 
whatever's  happening  at  the  counter.  Saving  for  college,  maybe? 
Knocked  up  young  and  too  proud  for  public  aid?  You  just  never 
can  tell  with  people.  Suddenly  he  understands  why  the  counter  girl 
penetrated  his  thoughts  with  such  force.  She  looks  vaguely  like  his 
wife  did  when  she  was  younger.  She  - 

Moose's  dinner  arrives  -  stringy  roast  beef  smothered  in  gluey, 
gelatinous  gravy.  He  attacks  the  flavorless  fare  and  catches  random 
tidbits  of  the  witty  repartee  of  the  counter.  He  hears  the  word  'sand- 
nigger',  followed  by  a  chorus  of  phlegmy  guffaws.  The  racist  joke  -  a 
staple  at  most  any  truck  stop,  no  matter  what  corner  of  the  country. 
Thanks  for  living  up  to  your  own  stereotypes,  Bubba  Joe. 

His  wife  knew  better,  knew  that  Moose  didn't  suffer  closed- 
minded  fools  well.  His  wife . 

Dinner.  Before  he  knows  it,  the  heaping  plate  of  hot  roast  beef  is 
reduced  to  abstract  brown  swirls  flanking  a  limp  cut  of  parsley.  Time 
for  some  pie.  Nothing  says  pass-out-in-a-Goddamned-hurry  like  an 
overstuffed  belly.  Well,  maybe  a  twelve-pack,  but  the  Budweisers 
must  wait  till  the  weekend.  Old  Flo  and  her  twitchy  hips  poke  around 
the  revolving  glass  display  case  by  the  counter  and  bring  back  a  slice 
of  apple  pie  that's  surprisingly  tasty.  Firm  apples,  flaky  crust.  Almost 
like  his  - 

Damn  good  pie.  The  girl  at  the  counter  turns  the  color  of  putty 
at  whatever  the  Good  'Ole  Boys  are  saying  to  her,  but  Moose  doesn't 
notice.  Can't  notice.  The  pie,  the  pie  is  great.  Hits  the  spot  on  a  bitter 
night  after  a  long  battle  with  treacherous  Chicago  traffic.  The  wind 
picks  up  again,  rattling  the  windows,  and  Moose  pulls  at  his  beard, 
figuring  he  should  get  back  to  his  rig  before  the  cold  becomes 
unbearable.  He  drops  a  twenty  on  the  table,  not  bothering  to  wait  for 
his  bill.  That  oughta  knot  Old  Flo's  panties,  he  thinks  with  a  chuckle. 
Her  and  her  wiggly  walk,  the  old  floozy! 

Moose  chuckles  over  Old  Flo  as  he  ambles  out  the  door,  digging 
his  hood  out  of  his  layers  of  flannel  and  tugging  it  over  his  head. 
Temperature's  dropped  a  good  ten  degrees  since  he  went  into  the 
truck  stop,  but  Moose  still  feels  warm  and  sated  from  the  gravy  and 
the  pie.  He  continues  to  amuse  himself  with  the  possibilities  of  Young 
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Flo,  even  as  he  crawls  into  the  bed  of  his  cab,  removes  his  steel-toed 
boots  and  lays  down  in  his  clothes.  But  as  his  mind  starts  to  loosen 
into  sleep,  he  sees  not  Flo,  young  or  old,  but  the  girl  behind  the 
counter.  He  knows  this  will  lead  to  the  dreams,  THOSE  dreams,  but 
he's  past  the  point  of  being  able  to  derail  his  thoughts.  He  watches 
the  counter  girl  fiddle  with  the  coffee  machine,  her  back  to  him.  She 
nervously  tugs  at  her  ponytail,  turns  around,  and  - 

It's  Lana  behind  the  counter,  wearing  her  trademark  sideways 
smirk  that  coaxes  her  dimple  out  of  hiding.  It's  just  Lana,  the  young 
Lana  he  married,  not  the  bald,  emaciated  monster  she  became.  It's 
the  Lana  of  the  soft  curves  and  the  softer  words.  Lana  the  chestnut 
goddess.  She  looks  up  at  Moose,  doesn't  recognize  him.  She's  not 
wearing  her  glasses,  maybe  she  can't  see  that  far.  He  wants  to  get  to 
her,  to  make  her  smile  her  l-missed-you-more-than-anything  smile. 
He  gets  up  from  his  congealed  dinner  and  starts  walking  towards 
her.  He  walks  and  walks,  and  never  gets  any  closer.  Doesn't  that  just 
beat  all?  He  starts  to  walk  faster.  To  run.  It  makes  no  difference  -  he's 
still  too  far  away  for  her  to  see  him.  The  counter  is  full  of  assholes 
yukking  it  up  with  HIS  Lana,  how  come  he  can't  get  close  to  her?  He 
breaks  into  a  dead  sprint,  knee  replacement  be  damned.  His  shirt 
dampens  with  sweat.  His  Lana  FINALLY  notices  him  and  her  face  falls. 
What's  wrong?  Why  isn't  she  happy  to  see  him?  He  wants  to  get  to 
her,  to  ask  why,  what's  going  on,  but  he's  running  underwater.  Can't. 
Move.  Lana's  eyes  get  big,  so  big,  like  saucers,  like  they're  trying  to 
overcome  the  rest  of  her  face.  She  drops  the  coffeepot  she's  holding, 
but  instead  of  the  wet,  breaking-glass  noise  he  expects,  it  makes  a 
soft  tapping.  Tap  tap  tatap. 

Moose  bolts  upright  and  throws  off  his  stiff  blanket  in  one  hulking 
motion,  throwing  static  sparks  into  the  darkened  abyss  of  the  sleeper 
cab.  Lana  hangs  in  the  sleepy  silence,  unwilling  to  go  back  to  her 
allotted  spot  in  the  far  reaches  of  his  subconscious.  The  tap  tap  tatap 
comes  back,  and  Moose  blinks  away  the  last  of  the  dream.  What 
in  hell?  He  presses  a  button  to  illuminate  his  cellphone.  3:09.  Still 
clothed,  Moose  fishes  his  .357  out  of  his  duffel  bag,  hides  his  armed 
hand  behind  his  back  and  awkwardly  climbs  into  the  front  of  the  cab. 
Lana  stubbornly  clings  to  the  back  of  his  mind,  so  when  he  sees  the 
woman  outside  his  window,  his  sleep-muddied  brain  half-expects  it 
to  be  her.  It's  not. 

The  woman  at  his  window  looks  like  a  hard-luck  35ish,  a  piss- 
water  blonde  ponytail  jutting  out  from  slimy  brown  roots.  Damn 
thing  looks  like  a  handle.  Fake  leather  trenchcoat  with  a  garbage-bag 
sheen.  Leathery  face,  the  skin  around  the  mouth  dons  the  asshole- 
pucker  effect  of  the  lifetime  smoker. 

Piss  off,"  Moose  snarls  before  she  has  a  chance  to  name  either 
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specialty  or  price.  Blinking  hard,  she  retreats,  a  forlorn  figure  in  tatty 
black  making  her  way  to  the  next  rig. 

But  after  she's  gone,  Moose  thinks  about  how  long  it's  been. 
Dangerous  train  of  thought,  and  he  knows  it,  but  maybe  just  a  blow 
job?  Tucked  away  from  the  flickering  fluorescents,  the  running  lights 
on  his  cab  wouldn't  do  much  to  illuminate  her  face.  Maybe  she'd  take 
an  extra  twenty  to  keep  her  wheezy  trap  shut.  Maybe  she  could  even 
call  him  - 

No.  No  fucking  way.  What  is  he  thinking?  Getting  some  truckstop 
crankhead  whore  to  talk  like  Lana?  HIS  Lana?  Fuck  that.  Moose  hears 
his  penis  pleading  for  simple,  wet  release,  but  he  shouts  his  mental 
protest  over  the  cries  of  his  disheartened  dick.  He  takes  his  rough 
palm  and  kneads  his  eyes,  trying  to  massage  his  previous  line  of 
thought  out  of  circulation.  What's  wrong  with  him?  Jesus,  a  dirty 
lot  lizard?  He  wonders  if  there  will  be  any  more  sleep  in  this  night. 
Maybe  there  shouldn't  be  -  if  the  Lana  dreams  are  back,  who  knows 
how  twisted  they'll  turn  now  that  there's  a  whore  thrown  into  the 
mix?  One  so  obviously  well  past  her  fuck-by  date? 

He's  still  in  the  driver's  seat,  debating  further  sleep,  stomping 
down  the  last  of  the  BJ  peas,  when  the  glassy-eyed  whore  returns. 

Tap  tap  tatap.  Eyes  so  big  they  appear  to  be  devouring  the  rest  of  her 
face.  Like  the  girl  at  the  counter.  Like  dream-Lana. 

He  looks  out  at  her,  without  a  word,  his  pained  expression 
unreadable.  She  climbs  onto  the  step,  taking  his  silence  as 
permission.  Before  he  even  knows  what  he's  doing,  he  shoves  the 
door  open  with  his  meaty  forearm,  sending  the  whore  sailing  back 
into  a  puddle,  an  almost  comical  look  of  surprise  stuck  to  her  brutal 
face.  Arms  flailing.  Stiff,  shitty  ponytail  flapping.  Fuckin'  whore  is  NOT 
Lana!  Fuck!  That! 

"G'wan  and  get,  you  filthy  bitch!"  Fuckin'  thinks  she's 

The  whore's  face  bunches  up,  frozen  between  escape  and  retort. 
Before  she  has  a  chance  to  decide,  Moose  takes  his  piss-bucket,  the 
reused  Big  Gulp  cup  he  forgot  to  empty  earlier,  and  tosses  it  on  the 
dirty  skank.  That  does  it  -  she  scatters  off  into  the  night  before  he 
can  visit  any  more  evil  upon  her.  Breathing  heavily,  he  realizes  he's 
still  clutching  the  .357  with  white-knuckled  fury.  Fuck. 

That  does  it  for  him,  too  -  he  fires  up  his  rig  and  slowly  makes  his 
way  out  of  the  labyrinthine  parking  lot.  He  already  knows  he'll  be 
stopping  for  a  pint  or  two  of  Jim  Beam  to  accompany  his  weekend 
beer.  The  bourbon  may  hurt  like  a  bastard  the  next  morning,  but  it 
always  wipes  his  dream-slate  clean. 

His  mind  betrays  him  before  he  has  a  chance  to  reroute  it.  He 
wonders  what  Lana  would  think  of  him  tonight. 

Better  make  it  a  half-gallon  of  the  Beam. 
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Ballad  of  a  Man 

Erick  Shaffern 


I'm  sittin'  here  under  the  light  post 
My  mind  drifts  away  in  the  wind  like  a  ghost 
I'm  dreamin'  of  home  and  the  things  I  once  had 
The  times  that  were  good  and  the  times  that  were  bad 

I'm  not  quite  sure  how  it  all  began 
I  get  up  to  my  feet  but  can  still  hardly  stand 
I  ramble  on  down  the  road  once  again 
Life  i'd  be  so  easy  if  I  just  had  a  friend 

A  car  drives  by  and  throws  a  can  at  my  feet 
All  those  bottles  I  drank  were  so  bittersweet 
I  can't  see  far  as  I  stumble  around 
I'm  out  headed  out  into  the  next  town 

Ohf  I'll  work  for  a  day  and  then  drink  for  a  week 
People  pass  by  and  throw  pennies  at  my  feet 
The  winter  is  coming  so  I  start  to  head  south 
It's  so  hard  to  speak  when  you  ain't  got  no  mouth 

I  once  loved  a  woman  but  she  did  leave 
When  I  woke  up  alone  I  misplaced  my  belief 
I  thought  that  the  city  would  come  set  me  free 
I'm  leavin'  Chicago  out  for  Tennessee 

I  play  my  harmonica  and  make  a  few  bucks 
I  ride  in  the  back  of  a  good  man's  truck 
He  drops  me  off  a  few  hours  away 
I  sit  on  the  curb  and  begin  to  play 

They  put  a  few  dollars  down  into  my  hat 
I  pray  everyday  I  will  be  free  at  last 
But  the  Lord  doesn't  hear  me  and  I  ask  why 
If  I  can't  catch  a  break  I  wish  he'd  just  let  me  die 

With  the  money  I  made  I  go  get  a  meal 

But  the  hunger  remains  in  my  stomach  still 

So  I  sit  down  and  play  an  ol'  blues  tune 

When  some  people  walk  by  in  the  light  of  the  moon 
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They  kick  me  and  stick  me  and  steal  my  harp 
As  they  run  off  laughin'  into  the  dark 
My  mind  goes  numb  with  a  howling  roar 
I  ain't  ever  felt  this  much  pain  before 

The  rain  keeps  a  pourin'  and  it  just  won't  quit 
My  blood  pours  into  the  sidewalks  pit 
I  remember  my  love  and  the  life  that  I  miss 
As  the  Lord  finally  comes  and  answers  my  wish 


Dance  like  everyone  is  watching 

Nicole  Garriott 
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Heart  Transplant 

Sara  Schwartz 


Midnight  Dance 

Erin  Foley 


Swirling  starlit  snow 
Dancing  and  twirling 
Illuminated  by  moonlight 

Perching  on  pine  branches  and  soaking  in  streams 
Creating  cool  blankets  for  the  inhabitants 
Fur  and  feather  alike 

The  whistling  scream  of  the  wind  pierces  the  night 
The  calm  has  broken 
Inhabitants  shake  their  cool  blankets  free 
Explore  the  night 

With  the  dancing  twirling  snowflakes 
And  quiet  symphony  of  the  night 


Through  a  Cat's  Eye 

Jill  Phillips 


Hurang  Me 

Christina  Miller 

Hurang  me  altogether 

Though  I  don't  know  what  that  means 

Hurang  me  in  the  morning 

In  between  the  sheets 

Hurang  me  all  through  breakfast 
feeling  your  blues  move 
into  vibes  of  heavy  strides 
cool,  and  smooth,  and  true 

"Surprise-Hurang!"  me  any  old  day 
when  the  after-noon  is  slow 
Hurang  me  at  the  office 
or  some  other  place  I  go 

Hurang  me  when  I  get  home 
and  all  I  want  is  you,  alone. 

Hurang  me  with  that  tender 
sweet  and  loving  face 
Hurang  me  with  your  lips 
all  over  the  place. 

Hurang  me  when  I'm  crying 
weeping,  sobbing  tears 
Tell  me,  it's  okay 
We'll  hurang  Thanksgiving 
with  just  our  family  next  year. 

Hurang  me  when  I'm  losing  it 
And  all  I  need's  a  shake 
Shake  me  once 
Then  kiss  me  twice 
and  feed  me  chocolate  cake 
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Hurang  me  all  through  the  years 

And  on  our  wedding  day 

If  I  can't  think  of  anything  to  say, 

I'll  just  tell  'em, 

"He  huranged  me....  Hurray!" 

Hurang  me  in  the  moonlight 
with  candles  and  sappy  songs 
Hurang  me  in  front  of  the  fire 
'Til  all  the  wine  is  gone 

And  I'll  hurang  you  loud  and  clear 
Anytime,  day  and  night 
How  I'm  the  luckiest  girl  in  the  world 
To  be  huranged  just  right. 

I  never  did  suspect 

By  such  a  rad  and  strapping  lad 

To  get  huranged  and  even  more... 

He  wants  to  be  a  Dad. 

So  we'll  hurang  not  just  for  fun 
But  to  add  to  our  charades 
A  sweet  example  of  the  love 
and  happy  life  we've  made. 

I'll  be  hurangin'  the  laundry 
And  you'll  be  hurangin'  the  sink 
And  then  we'll  join  together  and  kiss 
and  step  back  from  the  brink. 

I'll  hurang  you  with  a  trip. 
Somewhere  we  can  go 
and  I'll  hurang  you  in  public 
with  no  one  there  we  know. 


I'll  sadly  hurang  you  when  you're  working 
wishing  you  were  here 
Counting  down  the  minutes 
'Til  I  can  see  you,  dear 

I'll  "Hurang!"  you  with  your  favorite  thing 
When  you  least  suspect  it 
I'll  remind  you  of  why  we  hurang 
and  why  I  am  the  best-est. 

We  hurang  forever  more 
Not  just  because  we  have  to 
But  because  hurangin's  fun... 

We're  only  just  too  glad  to. 

Hurang  my  one  and  only  love 
My  soul  mate,  my  best  friend 
Who  sends  me  to  the  moon 
and  brings  me  back  again. 

I  love  you. 

Hurang  that  we  had  more  time  together 
When  you're  really  gone 
Huranging  I  could  still  tell  you, 

You're  the  one,  my  only  song. 
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From  the  Black  &  White  Series  "Starved  Rock" 
Paul  Schroeder 
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Being  Whole 

Mallady 

Roland  stared  at  his  right  hand  with  a  furrowed  brow  and 
dreamed  of  hacking  it  off.  Freezing  sweat  poured  down  his 
temple  as  he  stared  at  the  serrated  blade  in  his  hand,  as  he 
envisioned  each  sharp  little  triangle  puncturing  his  flesh  —  the 
veins  spilling  out  like  so  much  warm  spaghetti.  The  inevitability 
of  hitting  nerve,  tendon,  bone.  He  imagined  the  way  it  would 
dangle  there,  a  little  more  than  half  of  it  disconnected  but 
stubborn,  unliberated  from  him.  He  ached  for  it  to  be  gone. 
Needed  it.  His  right  hand,  it  didn't  belong  there. 

The  inevitability  of  Vivian's  arrival  tightened  his  grip  on 
the  knife's  handle.  Roland  grimaced.  He  pressed  the  blade  to 
his  wrist.  A  dozen  small  points  were  cold  against  his  skin.  He 
thought  of  the  gore.  Blood  and  chunks  of  tissue.  He  pressed  his 
eyelids  together  so  hard  it  hurt.  Pressed  the  blade  harder  against 
his  wrist,  felt  the  points  slowly  wedging  apart  the  skin  cells. 
Working  their  way  in  and  - 

Everything  went  black. 

Hours  later  Roland  woke  up  on  the  wood  floor  of  his 
apartment,  ear  pressed  to  the  floor.  A  thousand  wristwatches 
were  ticking  in  his  shop  below.  A  worm's  eye  view  revealed  a  thin 
layer  of  dust  covering  nearly  everything  he  owned.  He  hadn't 
noticed  it  from  his  usual  vantage  point  -  the  plain,  tan  kitchen 
table  was  so  unassuming  it  didn't  warrant  looking  at  with 
anything  resembling  scrutiny.  Neither  did  the  pepper-speckled 
countertop,  his  grey  cabinets,  or  his  grey  plywood  bookshelf. 

When  he  stood  up,  Roland  glanced  at  the  clock  -  8:30  AM. 

A  half  hour  late  for  opening  up  shop.  He  walked  tiredly  to  his 
bedroom  and  selected  his  clothes  for  the  day,  going  through 
each  pastel-colored  polo  and  pair  of  pleated-Khaki  slacks 
carefully.  An  easter-yellow  polo  and  slighty-darker-tan  pants 
would  do  for  today.  When  he  put  on  his  wristwatch  -  a  subtle 
affair  of  brown  leather  and  conservative  gold  decoration  -  he 
noticed  four  or  five  small  holes  on  the  side  of  his  wrist,  scabbed 
over.  He  placed  the  watchband  over  them.  He  slicked  and  parted 
his  hair  carefully  to  one  side,  meticulously  trimmed  his  mustache, 
and  went  down  the  stairs  to  Waltman's  Watch  Repair  Services. 
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To  Roland's  surprise,  an  old  woman  was  waiting  outside 
the  door  and  flung  it  open  the  moment  he  unlocked  it.  She 
frantically  thrust  a  pocketwatch  towards  Roland's  chest,  and  a 
waft  of  perfume  nearly  made  him  choke  as  it  filled  up  his  shop. 
"My  husband!  He  needs  it  fixed!  This!  He  needs  it  fixed,  dearly! 
Oh,  please,  won't  you  fix  it?" 

Roland  examined  the  watch  in  silence.  It  was  of  indeterminate 
make  and  looked  to  be  made  sometime  in  the  middle  19th 
century.  Bronze  case,  elaborate  roman  numerals.  And  a  minute 
hand,  cracked  in  half,  the  glass  on  the  face  of  it  cracked  into  a 
spider  web. 

"Why,  ugh,  of  course  I  can  fix  it,  definitely.  I  can.  But..." 

"Oh,  but  what?  Geoffery  will  be  so  upset  with  me  if  I  can't 
get  it  fixed. ..You  know,  he's  got  his  civil  war  re-enactment 
coming  up,  and,  you  know,  it's  really  the  only  thing  that  keeps 
him  going,  and  he  needs  his  special 

Roland  cut  her  off.  "It's  just  that  this  hand,  it's  extremely  rare. 
I'm  not  sure  I  could  even  find  a  reproduction  for  it.  I've  never 
-  um  -  I've  never  seen  one."  He  breathed  in  sharply  through 
his  nostrils.  "I've  never  seen  it.  it  will  be,  uh,  expensive.  Quite 
expensive." 

The  old  woman's  wrinkles  all  turned  against  him,  in  an  instant. 
Her  floral  print  cap  even  pointed  its  bill  menacingly  at  him. 

The  sweet,  grandmotherly  turned  disappeared  from  her  voice 
entirely. 

"How  expensive?  And  how  long  will  this  take?  Its  three  days 
from  now,  on  Thursday.  His  re-enactment,  I  mean.  You  have  to  fix 
it  by  then."  She  turned  her  nose  up  a  bit.  "Or  else  you'll  be  losing 
a  customer." 

They  always  did  this.  They  always  came  in  with  their  antique 
watches,  expecting  you  to  simply  have  the  parts  on  hand  for  a 
watch  that  was  a  hundred  years  old.  They  never  realized  how 
many  hundreds  of  parts  there  were  in  a  timepiece  like  this.  If 
it  needed  a  wind-up,  sure,  he  could  have  it  fixed  within  in  the 
hour.  A  screw  loose,  a  cog  off  track.  That  was  fine.  But  to  replace 
a  millimeters-thin  watch  hand  from  the  civil  war,  in  three  days? 
Roland  hated  them  for  it.  They  never  understood. 
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He  sighed.  "Well,  I  can't.  It's  just  -  erm  -  it's  just  that  it's  on  such 
short  notice.  I  simply,  uh,  I  simply  can't."  His  nose  fidgeted  as  he, 
again,  took  a  sharp  breath.  "I  simply  can't  do  it  in  three  days.  I 
could  affix  newer  hands?  But  it  wouldn't  look  right." 

The  old  woman's  spiteful  demeanor  forced  Roland  to  take 
a  step  back.  "Well,  look  at  you,  Mr.  Mustache'd  watch  maker. 
Sitting  on  your  high  horse,  thinking  you  can  charge  whatever 
you  want  and  take  however  long  you  please  to  fix  an  old 
woman's  watch.  What  do  I  matter?  What  does  a  lonely  old 
lady  mean  to  you?  Nothing."  She  glanced  at  left  hand.  "It's  no 
wonder  you're  single!  Well,  there  are  other  places  to  get  this 
done  in  town.  There  are  plenty  of  other  places."  She  glared  at 
him  for  what  seemed  like  minutes.  The  ticking  of  the  watches 
was  painfully  anxious  around  Roland  when  she  finally  turned  and 
walked  out  of  his  shop. 


Roland  stared  at  his  salt-caked  tan  loafers  while  the  watches 
ticked  around  him,  in  the  backroom  of  his  shop. 

The  shop's  phone  rang  -  it  was  Vivian. 

"How  are  you,  sweetheart?  You  didn't  call  last  night."  There 
was  genuine  concern  in  her  voice.  Roland  stared  at  the  holes  in 
his  wrist. 

He  sighed.  "I'm  fine.  A  couple  of  rough  customers. ..they  get 
to  me.  You  know  that." 

Vivian  had  come  into  his  life  six  or  seven  months  ago.  He  had 
seen  pictures,  read  her  letters.  She  had  mailed  him,  at  first, 
to  repair  an  extremely  rare  pocket  watch  from  the  late  18th 
century.  One  of  the  first  models  with  a  minute  hand  affixed  - 
these  were  his  specialty. 

What  first  struck  Roland  was  not  the  nature  of  her  query.  Her 
calligraphic  handwriting,  with  its  twists  and  turns,  with  all  its 
beautiful  finesse  and  careful  attention. ..that  had  caught  his  eye. 
He  wrote  her  back,  yes,  of  course  he  could  repair  the  watch,  and 
how  was  she  doing?  He  included  a  picture  of  himself  under  the 
pretense  that  one  should  know  personally  the  man  who  would 
do  the  repairing  of  such  a  fine  timepiece.  It  was  nothing  to  be 
taken  lightly,  after  all.  She  mailed  a  picture  back.  She  looked 
exactly  like  her  script  -  thick,  wavy  brown  hair,  green  eyes,  full 
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lips.  The  kind  of  girl  who  wore  sundresses  with  a  floral  print. 

"I  know  they  do,  Roily."  Her  nickname  was  his  guilty  pleasure. 
He  only  pretended  to  hate  it.  "It's  got  to  be  a  lot  of  pressure. 

I  couldn't  imagine  doing  such  fine  work  with  only  one  hand. 
You're  so  brave." 

In  their  first  correspondences,  Roland  had  casually  mentioned 
his  "lost"  hand. 

"Listen,  I've  got  to  get  back  to  work.  Time's  ticking  away." 

She  giggled,  told  him  she  loved  him,  and  hung  up. 

Two  weeks  was  all  the  time  he  had  until  her  arrival.  His  right 
hand  tingled  like  hot  needles  and  a  bead  of  frigid  sweat  worked 
its  way  down  his  cheek.  The  watches  ticked,  ticked,  ticked 
around  him  and  he  clutched  his  wrist.  The  pain  intensified.  His 
vision  became  unfocused.  Peripherals  went  out.  A  scream  got 
trapped  in  his  throat. 


A  week  passed.  Customers  came  and  exasperated  Roland, 
Vivian's  phone  calls  pacified  him.  His  patience  festered  with 
every  day  closer  to  her  arrival;  daily,  crippling  pangs  manifested 
themselves  in  his  right  hand. 

Desperate,  Roland  sought  the  help  of  dozens  of  doctors.  They 
all  held  up  their  Hippocratic  Oath  despite  his  frantic  bargaining. 
Every  night,  he  sat  at  his  kitchen  table  with  the  knife.  He  thought 
of  Vivian's  hair  and  what  it  would  be  like  to  run  his  left  hand 
through  it;  he  thought  of  his  livelihood  earned  through  his 
work.  And  the  impossibility  of  doing  it  without  his  right  hand 
(it  was  a  good  thing  Vivian  knew  nothing  of  his  trade  else  she 
question  the  resolve  she  admired  in  him).  Serrated  edge  on  his 
wrist,  he  pictured  the  way  her  sun  dress  would  flow  behind  her, 
walking  downtown;  he  despaired  over  never  going  to  medical 
school.  More  than  anything,  he  yearned  for  the  hand  to  be  gone, 
liberated,  freed!  It  wasn't  right,  having  that  hand  there,  it  wasn't 
correct. 

The  night  before  Vivian's  arrival  date  was  the  worst  of  all. 
Racked  with  anxiety  and  distraught,  Roland  walked  to  his  corner 
pharmacy  and  bought  a  pint  of  whiskey  -  the  first  time  in  years 
he  had  bought  any  alcohol  whatsoever.  For  the  entire  night,  he 
sat  at  the  kitchen  table,  going  back  and  forth  on  his  decision. 
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For  the  entire  night,  he  delayed  what  he  figured  to  be  the 
inevitable  with  each  swig  from  his  bottle. 

"Alright.  After  this  pull.  Then  I'll  do  it." 

And  then  he  would  stare,  and  then  he  would  delay  more.  And 
finally  the  sun  started  to  come  up,  and  Roland  had  finished  the 
pint. 

The  world  felt  heavy  as  he  turned  to  look  at  the  clock,  it  had 
trouble  moving  with  him.  He  had  to  close  one  eye  to  discern  the 
time  -  6:18  A.M.  Her  flight  came  in  at  7. 

Roland  very  quickly  realized,  as  he  stood  up,  that  he  was  in 
no  shape  to  drive  to  the  airport  as  planned.  He  called  a  taxi  for 
Vivian  and  promised  to  pay  the  exuberant  amount  of  money 
demanded  for  the  services. 

Hot  water  droplets  rushed  down  the  back  of  his  neck  in  the 
shower.  He  stood  with  his  face  directly  under  the  showerhead, 
chin  tilted  downwards.  When  he  got  out,  he  didn't  use  a  towel. 
He  felt  the  rush  of  freezing  air  against  his  body,  all  at  once 
displacing  the  steam  and  warm  water.  This  is  probably  what  birth 
felt  like,  he  thought.  He  sighed  and  eventually  put  a  towel  on, 
walked  down  to  his  shop  -  which  would  remain  closed  today  - 
and  phoned  the  emergency  line. 

And  he  walked  into  the  kitchen,  took  his  knife,  and  began  to 
saw  off  his  hand. 


Vivian  stood  over  him  the  first  time  he  opened  his  eyes  in 
the  hospital.  He  recognized  her  face  instantly,  was  soothed  by 
her  voice.  He  had  never  felt  so  comforted  in  his  life  as  when  she 
leaned  down  and  kissed  his  forehead  that  first  time. 

He  tried  to  touch  her  face  but  was  quickly  thwarted  by 
the  mass  of  crimson  bandages  over  his  new  stump.  Tears  of 
joy  welled  up  in  his  eyes  as  he  stared  at  the  bandages.  An 
overwhelming  contentment  swept  over  his  whole  being;  his  toes 
warmed  and  his  smile  widened. 

"How  do  you  feel,  Roily?" 

He  had  no  idea  how  to  describe  it  to  her.  Speechless,  he 
merely  leaned  in  and  kissed  her  for  the  first  time. 

"The  doctors,  Roily.. .they  call  it  something.  Amputee  Identity 
Disorder.  Some  sort  of  mental  disease.  They  said  you'll  be  fine 
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though. ...after  it's,  you  know,  gone  -  then  it's  fine.  That's  what 
they  say." 

Roland's  head  certainly  felt  clearer.  The  pains  were  gone  along 
with  his  hand.  Anxiety  no  longer  festered. 

"So,  how  do  you  feel,  Roily?"  She  smiled  wide  for  him. 

He  looked  into  her  eyes,  then  down  at  his  hand.  He  looked  at 
her  hair,  ran  his  left  hand  through  it. 

"Whole." 


love 

Lucy  Dankova 
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All  dollars,  No  Sense 

Kara  Ponce 


....thoroughly  inebriated 

The  drunken  dodo  hovers  above  the  void 

Before  it  tumbles  to  earth — 

Malarkey,  these  flighty,  flightless  birds 
My  mother  never  stood  for  such  bull 

Current  Location: 

One  foot  closer 

...to  the  door 

And  one  step  away 

...  from  freedom 

Define:  the  middle  of  nowhere. 

Self-idolization 
Self-realization 
Self-actualization 
— Dashed — 

She  be 
Who  be? 

I  be 

The  snakeskin  coiled  about  the  cactus 
Weathering  the  inclement  conditions  of  my  own 
— self-  concept. 
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Docilidad 

Rosa  M.  Alvarado 


Disponible  a  tus  mandamientos. 

Obediente  a  tu  mensaje. 

Cuidadosa  en  mis  acciones. 

Igual  como  tuf  te  amo  con  todo  my  corazon. 
Lujos  no  me  faltan,  por  tu  gran  amor. 

Ignorancia  no  tengo  porque  me  abristes  los  ojos. 
Dedicada  a  ti  por  mi  fe. 

Agradecida  por  todo  que  me  has  dado. 

Docil  y  siempre  lo  estare 


Translation: 


Docility 

Available  to  follow  your  commandments. 
Obedient  to  your  message. 

Careful  in  my  actions. 

Just  as  you  do,  I  love  you  with  all  my  heart. 
Luxuries  I  don't  lack  because  of  your  great  love. 
Dedicated  to  you  because  of  my  faith. 

Grateful  for  everything  you  have  given  me. 
Docile  and  I  will  always  be. 
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Two  Lies  Equals  Two  Lines  Equals  Positive 

Kyra  Houseman 


One  line  equals  negative;  two  lines  equal  positive.  The 
pregnancy  test  lays  face  down  on  the  faux-marble  counter, 
withholding  the  answer  we  both  know  will  change  our  lives. 
Jackie  sits  on  the  toilet  seat,  her  sweatpants  around  her  ankles, 
her  head  in  her  hands.  Every  few  minutes  she  reaches  out  her 
hand  to  grab  the  six-inch  piece  of  plastic  that  holds  our  fate,  but 
retracts  it  as  if  the  test  has  suddenly  grown  fangs. 

It  only  takes  ninety  seconds  for  the  answer  to  appear  in  the 
tiny  window.  The  first  dozen  times  she  took  the  test,  Jackie 
would  watch  as  the  fluid  was  absorbed  through  the  opening 
with  a  hopeful  glimmer  in  her  eyes.  But  each  time  only  one  line 
appeared;  her  optimism  slowly  transformed  into  dejection. 

Occasionally,  I  would  find  her  digging  through  the  trash  late 
at  night,  just  to  make  sure  she  read  the  results  right.  Just  to 
make  sure  they  hadn't  changed  in  the  last  five  hours. 

For  the  past  few  months,  we  have  sat  for  hours  after  the  test 
was  taken  staring  at  each  other,  petrified  of  that  lonely  single 
line.  Jackie  lifts  her  head  and  glares  at  me,  "You  read  it,  Jeremy," 
she  says.  "I  just  can't." 

I  amble  towards  the  sink  and  place  myself  between  Jackie 
and  the  test.  I  grab  it  in  both  hands  and  take  a  long  breath 
before  quickly  turning  it  over  upon  the  counter.  I  exhale  as  I 
slowly  lower  my  eyes  and  read  the  results.  Two  lines! 

"It's  a  no,  isn't  it?  Just  tell  me,"  Jackie  sobs. 

I  turn  around  and  face  her,  but  her  head  has  gone  back  into 
her  hands  like  I  am  now  the  one  who  is  going  to  grow  fangs.  I 
kneel  down  beside  her  and  whisper  in  her  ear,  "We're  going  to 
have  a  baby,  honey." 

Her  reaction  is  instantaneous.  She  jumps  up  from  the  toilet, 
pants  still  dragging  at  her  feet,  and  leaps  into  my  arms.  Her  sobs 
and  laughs  combine  into  an  indistinguishable  bundle  of  pure 
emotion.  She  kisses  me  hard,  shoving  her  mouth  against  mine 
and  sucking  the  breath  out  of  me  like  a  scuba  diver  sucking  life 
from  an  oxygen  tank.  It's  the  first  time  she  has  kissed  me  like 
this  in  years. 

"All  I  have  ever  wanted  was  a  baby,  Jeremy!"  Her  words 
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sound  beautiful,  like  a  lullaby  rocking  me  safe  and  sound  into 
our  new  life  together,  but  I  remember  how  just  one  month  ago 
those  exact  words  ate  away  at  my  insides  like  acid. 


“All  I  have  ever  wanted  was  a  fucking  baby,  Jeremy,"  Jackie 
snarled  as  she  stepped  into  the  little  black  dress  she  bought 
two  weeks  ago  at  Macy's.  She  slipped  the  thick  straps  over  her 
slender  shoulders  and  pulled  her  long,  black  hair  from  her  back 
as  she  zipped  herself  up. 

Exasperated,  I  threw  the  used  test  against  the  opposite  wall 
of  the  hotel  room.  It  clattered  noisily  to  the  bottom  of  the 
garbage  can,  the  echoes  reverberating  through  the  stark  room 
like  a  eulogy  in  a  funeral  home. 

"Jesus  Christ,  Jackie,  you  act  like  you're  the  only  one  who 
cares,"  I  said  as  I  slammed  my  hands  against  the  queen-sized 
bed.  The  flowered  pattern  on  the  comforter  rippled  as  if  a  slight 
gust  rolled  through  the  100-thread  count  meadow.  I  reached 
over  towards  the  mini  fridge  and  snatched  a  ten-dollar  air- 
plane-sized  bottle  of  Jack  Daniels.  I  poured  the  contents  down 
my  throat,  wiping  the  remains  from  my  chin  like  a  rabid  dog 
foaming  at  the  mouth. 

Jackie  leaned  against  the  dresser  pulling  her  freshly  opened 
tights  over  her  creamy  white  thighs,  adjusting  the  seam  at  her 
feet  perfectly  along  her  manicured  toes.  "Well,  most  of  the  time 
I  am,"  she  sarcastically  spit. 

"What  more  do  you  want  from  me?"  I  begged  her.  "I've  done 
everything  I  can."  It  was  true.  When  we  failed  to  make  a  baby 
within  the  first  year  of  our  marriage,  Jackie  became  engrossed 
with  the  idea  of  getting  pregnant.  By  our  first  anniversary,  we 
had  charts  and  graphs  monitoring  her  internal  temperature  and 
ovulation  days  plastered  across  the  stainless  steel  fridge.  She 
had  her  fertility  down  to  a  science.  Jackie  would  only  have  to 
say  the  word  "ovulating"  to  get  my  attention  up  and  my  pants 
down.  She  would  call  me  at  work,  while  I  was  grocery  shopping, 
even  one  time  while  I  was  on  a  business  trip  in  California.  I 
dropped  everything  to  come  be  her  little,  baby-making  machine. 
I  would  replace  those  cold,  sterile  instruments  of  fertility  with  a 
more  archaic,  primitive  one  of  my  own.  Our  bedroom  became  a 
doctor's  office,  our  bed  an  operating  table.  We  became  content 
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destroying  our  own  lives  in  order  to  create  one. 

"I  just  don't  think  I  can  do  it  anymore,"  cried  Jackie.  "I  can't 
take  another  fucking  disappointment." 

Jackie  stood  in  front  of  the  full-length  mirror  hung  flush 
against  the  back  of  the  bathroom  door.  She  applied  a  thick  coat 
of  mascara  to  her  stiletto-eyelashes  and  painted  her  lips  blood 
red.  She  ran  a  straightening  iron  through  her  hair  one  final  time, 
getting  those  unruly  pieces  that  always  curl  up  when  she  gets 
flustered.  She  shoved  her  feet  into  her  three-inch  black  suede 
heels,  and  grabbed  her  silver  sequin  clutch  off  the  dresser.  The 
light  reflected  off  the  sequins  casting  glittery  rainbows  across 
her  body.  She  looked  magnificent,  and  even  in  my  complete 
anger  I  couldn't  help  but  think  of  how  incredibly  lucky  I  was  to 
have  snagged  such  a  babe. 

Jackie  and  I  met  a  house  party  at  Colorado  State  University.  I 
paid  three  dollars  for  my  red,  plastic  Dixie  cup,  and  was  directed 
towards  the  kegs  in  the  far  corner  of  the  back  yard.  Jackie  was 
standing  with  a  throng  of  boys  pushing  their  way  towards  her. 
Well,  pushing  their  way  towards  the  keg,  anyway.  She  stood 
there  in  the  midst  of  abundant  testosterone  pumping  the  keg's 
cheap  beer  into  plastic  cups,  like  Aphrodite  pumping  love  into 
men's  veins.  The  look  of  her,  with  her  faded  Nirvana  t-shirt  clung 
to  her  chest  and  her  jeans  slung  loosely  about  her  hips,  was 
both  disheveled  and  sexy  at  the  same  time.  At  the  front  of  the 
line,  she  pumped  beer  into  my  cup  with  one  hand  and  grabbed 
my  ass  with  the  other.  I  downed  the  beer  in  record  time,  and 
proceeded  to  stand  in  the  enormous  crowd  for  another  fifteen 
minutes.  When  I  got  up  to  the  keg  for  the  second  time,  Jackie 
threw  the  tapper  at  the  nearest  guy  and  grabbed  my  hand.  I 
haven't  let  go  since. 

"Let's  just  get  this  over  with,"  Jackie  sighed.  I  grabbed  the 
card  key  from  the  tiny  paper  envelope  and  slipped  it  into  my 
jacket  pocket.  I  pulled  open  the  heavy  door  of  the  hotel  room 
as  Jackie  grabbed  her  light  coat,  preparing  for  the  unseasonably 
cold  night  forecasted  by  the  local  weatherman. 

Jackie  leaned  into  me  with  all  her  weight,  pressed  her  cheek 
flush  with  mine  and  murmured,  "Put  a  smile  on.  Pretend  you 
still  love  me." 
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We  arrived  twenty  minutes  late  to  the  reunion.  We  hung 
our  coats  on  the  last  two  hangers  available  in  the  coat  closet. 

The  hall  was  decorated  like  some  inexpensive  imitation  prom. 
Streamers  hung  from  the  rafters  and  balloons  of  white,  red,  and 
black  filled  the  dead  air  with  static  electricity.  A  banner  was 
strung  at  the  bar,  "Welcome  Back,  Beaverville  2000  Graduates." 

I  hastily  made  my  way  towards  the  bar  as  Jackie's  shrill  cry  of 
recognition  pierced  the  space  between  us.  She  grabbed  hold 
of  a  woman  she  hasn't  seen  in  years,  acting  as  if  not  a  day 
has  passed  since  her  high-school  graduation.  I  watched  as 
she  pressed  her  hand  against  the  woman's  enlarged  stomach, 
congratulating  her  long-ago  friend  on  a  feat  she  believed  was 
impossible  for  herself. 

I  reached  the  bar  and  grabbed  a  Jack  and  Coke  for  myself, 
and  a  Vodka  cranberry  for  Jackie.  As  I  made  my  way  back  to 
table  number  twenty-five,  I  noticed  a  familiar  looking  male  had 
joined  Jackie.  Jackie  beckoned  me  to  join  her  homecoming 
party  with  a  plastered  smile  upon  her  face.  I  feigned  interest  and 
ambled  towards  the  group  that  had  conglomerated  around  her, 
like  moths  to  the  light. 

The  closer  I  got  the  group,  the  more  apparent  it  was  that  I 
knew  the  man  who  had  his  arm  wrapped  delicately  around  her 
waist.  It  dawned  on  me  as  Jackie  opened  those  blood  red  lips 
to  say,  "Jeremy,  this  is  Max. ..my  high-school  sweetheart".  She 
suppressed  a  laugh,  obviously  amused  at  herself  for  being  able 
to  shove  that  fact  in  my  face. 

I  extended  my  arm  out  to  Max  and  shook  his  hand.  Looking 
at  him  was  almost  like  looking  at  a  mirror,  our  features  were 
so  similar.  The  only  obvious  difference  was  that  his  suit  cost 
more  than  the  down  payment  we  made  on  the  Honda  CR-V 
patiently  waiting  in  the  parking  lot.  Next,  Jackie  introduced 
me  to  the  pregnant  woman  beside  her,  Max's  wife,  Lynn.  Lynn 
was  an  Amazon  princess,  long  slender  legs  and  hair  down  to  her 
ass-crack.  I  couldn't  help  staring  at  her  boobs,  wondering  how 
much  Max  shelled  out  for  them.  I  caught  some  random  bits  of 
information  flying  between  the  three  of  them,  enough  to  find 
out  that  Lynn  was  Jackie's  best  friend  in  high-school.  Max  and 
Lynn  were  the  only  two  of  the  Beaverville  graduates  to  go  to 
Stanford,  and  fell  in  love  their  sophomore  year. 

The  rest  of  the  evening  fell  away  like  any  other  high-school 
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reunion.  People  got  drunk  off  of  old  memories  and  cheap  liquor. 
I  sat  at  table  twenty-five  the  whole  night,  Jackie  brought  by 
dozens  of  people  for  me  to  meet,  all  names  I  forgot  the  second 
they  turned  their  backs.  I  kept  the  glass  filled  in  front  of  me  with 
Jack  and  Coke,  each  refill  becoming  more  and  more  potent. 

Minutes  passed,  or  maybe  hours,  at  that  point  I  really  didn't 
care.  I  got  up  from  the  table  and  the  room  spun.  I  decided  to 
go  out  for  some  fresh  air  and  perhaps  sneak  a  cigarette,  since 
Jackie  would  be  too  drunk  to  notice  or  care.  I  made  my  way 
towards  the  entrance  and  approached  the  coat  closet. 

I  opened  the  door  for  what  amounted  to  ten  seconds  in 
reality,  but  it  felt  like  forever.  Max  was  pressed  against  the  back 
wall  of  the  closet,  Jackie,  standing  in  front  of  him  with  her  back 
turned  to  me,  was  pushing  her  tongue  down  his  throat  with  such 
force  that  I  was  honestly  afraid  she  might  suffocate  him.  The 
thick  straps  of  her  dress  had  fallen  carelessly  off  her  shoulder  and 
hung  around  her  thin,  bare  arms.  Her  dress  was  hiked  up  above 
her  waist,  her  tights  shoved  down  around  her  knees,  her  moon¬ 
shaped  ass  rhythmically  moved  back  and  forth.  I  would  hear 
Max's  belt  buckle  jingle  every  time  she  thrust  forward.  I  slowly 
shut  the  door  unnoticed,  and  made  my  way  back  to  the  bar. 

"Jack  on  the  rocks,"  I  mumbled  to  the  bartender. 

Twenty  minutes  later,  and  three  Jack's  down,  Jackie  walked 
up  behind  me  and  gave  my  shoulder  a  slight  squeeze.  She 
took  my  newly  acquired  spirit,  and  downed  it  in  one  swift  gulp, 
then  placed  a  seductive  peck  upon  my  cheek.  She  rotated  the 
barstool  seat  to  face  her,  and  placed  herself  between  my  legs. 

I  could  smell  her  deceit.  Beads  of  sweat  formed  between  her 
breasts,  and  those  unruly  hairs  were  doing  a  dance  upon  her 
perspiring  forehead. 

Her  blood  red  lips  were  faded  from  excessive  use,  and  I 
couldn't  help  wondering  if  Lynn  would  find  little  cherry-red- 
O's  dotting  her  husbands  body  like  leprosy.  I  ran  my  hand  up 
her  skirt  and  felt  her  bare  skin  exposed  from  the  run  in  her  new 
tights. 

I  felt  life  escaping  from  her  every  labored  breath,  and  I  knew 
that  Max  had  done  what  I  had  failed  to  do  for  her.  I  sat  on  the 
barstool  and  looked  into  Jackie's  glassy  eyes,  the  depths  of  which 
screamed  guilt.  Just  three  days  ago  I  sat  in  a  sterile  office  and 
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watched  hopelessness  fill  the  doctor's  eyes.  “Infertile,"  he  said. 
“You  will  never  have  children  of  your  own." 

She  pressed  her  cheek  against  mine,  and  whispered,  "I  love 
you,  Jeremy.  Let's  go  home." 

As  we  walked  out  of  the  hall,  I  caught  a  last  glimpse  of  Max. 
His  vibrancy  was  overwhelming;  he  looked  as  if  he  had  just 
bungee-jumped  off  the  side  of  a  bridge  instead  of  just  had  sex 
with  my  wife. 

It  might  sound  crazy,  but  I  want  to  thank  him.  I  want  to 
thank  him  for  giving  Jackie  her  baby  and  for  giving  me  my  wife 
back.  I  want  to  thank  him  for  giving  us  the  lie  we  needed  to 
survive,  the  lie  we  needed  to  counteract  mine.  Two  lies  equals 
two  lines  equals  positive. 


Mr.  Jones 

Kristen  Kida 
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Cythera 

Mallady 

She  didn't  remember  our  Decembertime  trek  floundering 
through  the  soupy  grey  snowslush,  to  Cythera 
and  complained  when  I  walked  on  the  inside,  on  the  street 
—  she's  on  the  curb  so  she  won't  get  hit 

a  freezing  cold  silence  weighed 
on  my  shoulders  until  she  said, 

"That  whiskey  was  terrible 

and  I'm  freezing" 

and  I  told  her  "I  think  I  love  you." 

she  punched  me  in  jaw,  "you're  being  a  stupid  dick" 
grabbed  my  cigarette  and  threw  it  into  the  slush 

I  could  only  grin  and  laugh  stupidly 
until  the  gas  station 

sitting  outside,  I  laid 

my  head  in  her  lap  and  she  kissed  me. 

That's  the  last  thing  I  remember. 


The  Mighty  Onion 

Adrienne  Ratzel 
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The  Modern  Day  Shakespeare 

Kara  Ponce 


The  modern  day  Shakespeare 
- simi/eing  the  breadth  of  his  mortal  coil- 

strolling,  scrolling 

-'A  black  stain  upon  his  pants  pocket!' 

an  -exploded-  pen 

-hemorrhaging  inky  quagmires; 
foot-prints  iamb-Wng  down  blank  passages 
propagating  unadorned  corridors 
with  the  progeny  of  strange  bedfellows- 

the  infants  of  idolized  fantasy 
birthed  by  billowy-minded  bipeds 

...this  modern  day  Shakespeare... 

...populating  every  exhalation 
with  ceaseless  mental  dissertations... 
among  pleated  loose-leaf  sheets,  he  lies 
wedding  blank  verse  to  bosomy  rhyme, 

The  words  from  his  crinkled  -puckering-  daybook: 
-  what  light  through  yonder  window  breaks! 
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A  Painted  Smile  (the  Fall) 

Sarah  Beth  Radtke 

My  fingertips  brush  the  flower's  soft  sex 
as  I  dance  barefoot  in  the  hazy  rain 
I  smell  the  autumn's  beauty  breaking  dawn 
I  embrace  my  distress  and  bottomless  pain 
A  painted  smile,  please  stay  a  while 
no  touch  of  fear,  the  Fall  so  near 
Shifting  in  a  short  white  gypsy  gown 
now  clinging  tensely  to  my  starlit  skin 
I  move  through  this  untamed  meadow 
as  it  caresses  my  bare  and  shivering  limbs 
A  painted  smile,  please  stay  a  while 
no  touch  of  fear,  the  Fall  is  near 
Tumbling  to  my  knees  to  sleep  with  the  wild 
I  lay  still  to  admire  this  mystical  night 
As  I  rest  feeling  naked  and  one  with  the  earth 
I  unwind  close  my  eyes  for  my  soul  to  take  flight 
A  painted  smile,  please  stay  a  while 
The  end  of  fear,  the  Fall  is  here 


Break  Through 

Nicole  Garriott 


the  sea  was  heavy 
brian  michael  james  smallwood 


the  sea  was  heavy  as  it  thrashed 

&  there  was  cowardice 
in  the  autumn. 

dominated  by  a  woman. 

under  these  trees 
a  nightly  dispatch. 

when  i  try  to  reach  you. 


Holland  Water  Wheel 

Adrienne  Ratzel 
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It  Could  Be  Amber 

Joanna  Bodnar 


My  grandma  told  me  that  it  was  my  fault.  Me,  and  everyone  else 
just  like  me  -  all  the  thieves,  killers,  faggots,  and  every  other  kind  of 
sinner  (I  reiterate  in  a  general  sense,  of  course).  She  spoke  through 
gritted  dentures,  heaving  and  spitting,  that  we  had  caused  the  dead 
to  rise  and  destroy  the  world.  The  apocalypse  was  here,  and  those 
who  caused  it  could  not  be  saved.  She  made  that  clear  when  we 
stormed  into  the  old  folk's  home  to  save  her. 

Unfortunately  for  my  sweet  old  granny,  those  were  her  last 
words.  We  were  too  late,  and  when  I  watched  my  zombified 
grandmother's  brains  splatter  as  I  bashed  her  in  the  head  with  a 
baseball  bat,  her  dentures  clicked  across  the  floor  -  never  to  slobber 
her  condemning  words  again. 

I  didn't  feel  bad  for  her.  Not  even  my  thirteen  year-old  sister 
felt  bad  for  her,  and  she  witnessed  the  whole  thing.  When  you  turn 
into  the  undead,  you  don't  come  back  from  it.  You're  not  a  person 
anymore.  You  just  eat  and  kill,  and  you  have  to  be  stopped.  I  hope 
someone  bashes  my  head  in  when  I  turn  into  one  of  those  things. 
My  sister  understood  that.  We've  both  seen  enough  to  understand 
that.  Plus,  I  mean,  my  grandma's  lived  a  full  life.  We  still  had  our 
whole  lives  ahead  of  us,  and  this  world-wide  zombie  outbreak  had 
pretty  much  fucked  us  in  the  face. 

But  why  am  I  bothering  to  defend  my  actions? 

"What  did  you  do,  Devin?"  Amber  asked  as  we  drove  off  from 
the  chaos  of  the  retirement  community.  She  jerked  in  her  seat.  I 
wasn't  used  to  the  bad  gear  shifts  on  my  cousin's  pick  up  truck,  so 
the  drive  was  a  bit  rough.  But,  with  the  end  of  the  world  and  all, 
the  main  roadways  were  the  first  things  to  get  blocked  up  with 
abandoned  cars.  Smaller  roads  or  off-roading  was  our  only  way  to 
get  around,  and  it  wasn't  going  to  happen  with  my  Pontiac,  so  my 
cousin  volunteered  his  crappy  truck.  I  slammed  down  the  gas  and 
turned  onto  a  road  that  looked  deserted  enough. 

"What  are  you  talking  about?" 

"Grandma  said  sinners  caused  this  to  happen.  So  what  did  you 
do?" 

"Grandma  was  angry,"  I  answered.  "She  was  religious  and  senile; 
she  needed  someone  to  blame.  Bad  people  didn't  cause  this,  Amber. 
I  didn't  cause  this." 

"You  don't  know  that.  You  don't  know  why  God  does  what  he 
does." 

"You  really  think  God  wanted  this?  You  really  think  he  wanted 
all  these  people  to  die  and  then  come  back  to  life  and  kill  more 
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people,  like  grandma?"  I  glanced  over  in  her  direction.  She  crossed 
her  arms.  "You  honestly  think  God  is  punishing  people  like  me? 
Thanks,  Amber,"  I  scoffed. 

The  car  ride  was  silent  for  a  while,  but  soon  Amber  couldn't  help 
but  break  the  silence. 

"I  once  stole  five  dollars  from  momma's  purse,"  she  blurted  out. 
"Now  what  did  you  do?" 

I  couldn't  help  but  chuckle  at  her.  "That  isn't  a  sin." 

"Yeah  it  is.  It's  stealing." 

"Trust  me,  God  ain't  mad  at  you  for  that." 

She  smiled  a  little,  relieved  to  finally  be  cleansed  of  her  guilt. 
"You  didn't  answer  my  question." 

"I  ain't  telling  you,"  I  said,  thinking  it  was  the  easiest  answer.  I 
had  done  too  much,  and  there  was  no  way  to  explain  it  to  my  sister 
in  one  sitting.  I'd  rather  her  not  know  what  her  big  brother  was  up 
to,  because  she  shouldn't  end  up  like  I  did.  All  it  takes  is  one  person 
to  turn  you  into  something  else,  something  awful,  and  it  doesn't 
have  to  be  a  zombie.  It's  the  only  reason  my  parents  moved  away 
from  the  city  and  into  this  hick  town  -  to  save  me  from  what  I  was 
becoming.  Regardless,  it  was  my  past  sins  that  made  me  able  to 
do  what  I  had  to  do  to  keep  my  family  safe.  I  had  experience,  and  I 
didn't  think  twice  about  using  a  weapon.  But  how  do  I  explain  that 
to  my  sister?  I  hesitated,  thinking  maybe  it  was  time  to  tell  her  at 
least  something  -  some  warnings  or  words  of  wisdom  -  and  that's 
when  I  noticed  the  gas  light  on. 

I  sighed  a  deep  sigh,  because  I  should  have  realized  my  stupid 
cousin  didn't  fill  up  the  tank  before  we  left.  And  this  was  the  guy 
watching  over  my  parents  until  we  got  back.  What  the  hell  was  I 
thinking?  I  should  have  filled  up  the  tank.  I  should  have  checked 
this.  My  parents  were  so  eager  to  save  other  family  members,  that 
they  rushed  me  out  before  I  could  think. 

But  why  am  I  making  up  excuses? 

I  said  a  few  curse  words  and  told  Amber  to  look  for  any  place 
that  might  have  gas.  My  choice  of  a  road  in  nowhere  was  supposed 
to  be  the  safest  bet,  but  now  it  was  really  messing  with  me.  I  made 
Plan  B's  and  C's  in  my  head  -  what  if  the  sun  went  down  (the  truck 
had  broken  headlights);  what  if  we  got  lost  (the  GPS  didn't  really 
cover  my  off-road  routes);  and  who  we  could  meet  unexpectedly. 
Plus,  I  knew  my  parents  would  not  live  it  down  once  they  found  out 
what  I  was  dragging  my  little  sister  through.  She  insisted  on  coming 
with,  and  they  insisted  on  me  keeping  her  safe. 

"Hey,  what  about  over  there?" 

Amber  had  found  it  just  when  I  did.  The  gas  station  was  small 
and  deserted,  but  she  was  smart  enough  to  notice  the  power  was 
still  on.  That  was  a  relief.  It  was  definitely  easier  for  me  to  pump  gas 
when  I  had  a  way  to  turn  the  pumps  on. 
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"Wait  here,"  I  parked  the  truck  outside  and  grabbed  my  baseball 
bat,  handing  her  the  extra.  "Text  or  call  if  there  is  any  trouble." 

Amber  just  nodded  and  pretended  not  to  worry.  I  needed  to 
check  the  area  before  she  could  go  anywhere,  and  she  had  no 
choice  in  the  matter. 

"I'll  be  back  soon,"  I  told  her. 

It  was  a  big  time  corporate  gas  station  in  the  middle  of  nowhere. 
Even  though  it  was  fully  operational,  there  was  no  one  -  dead  or 
alive  -  in  sight.  I  walked  around  it.  I  checked  the  car  wash.  I  checked 
the  bathrooms.  I  checked  the  convenient  store.  Nothing.  I  took  out 
my  phone,  thinking  I'd  tell  Amber  the  coast  was  clear,  but  decided 
against  it.  Last  thing  she  needed  was  an  excuse  to  leave  the  truck. 

I  grazed  the  aisles  and  picked  through  shiny  bags  that  caught 
my  attention.  I  couldn't  help  grabbing  handfuls  of  stuff;  I  had  been 
eating  nothing  but  canned  crap  for  days.  I  picked  up  a  big  Dorito 
bag  for  Amber.  That's  all  she  would  eat  if  she  had  the  choice  -  that 
was  her  favorite  snack.  My  phone  vibrated  in  my  pocket. 

One  new  text  message:  "Someone's  here,"  from  Amber. 

All  the  bags  crinkled  to  the  floor  as  I  dropped  them  and  picked 
up  my  bat.  I'm  usually  calm,  no  matter  the  situation.  I  knew  how 
to  fight;  I  had  been  in  plenty  of  them.  I've  had  enough  encounters 
with  the  living  dead  to  keep  calm  when  I  find  them.  But  that  text 
had  me  sweating.  A  million  thoughts  of  Amber,  vulnerable,  ran 
through  my  head.  I  ran  out,  gripping  my  pathetic  weapon. 

He  was  big,  but  he  was  old.  Balding  slightly,  his  white  forehead 
shined  through  greasy  black  hair.  Sweat  stains  blotted  through  his 
blue  dress  shirt,  and  his  pants  buckled  tightly  below  a  hanging 
gut.  He  growled  and  yelled  at  the  passenger's  side  of  my  truck.  I 
couldn't  even  see  my  sister,  who  was  hiding  inside. 

"Hey!"  I  attempted  to  catch  his  attention,  waving  my  bat  and 
heading  toward  him.  I  was  preparing  to  swing,  to  attack,  when  a 
brown  shotgun  came  into  view  and  pointed  at  me.  This  man  was 
alive,  and  that  made  him  much  more  dangerous  than  any  zombie. 

I  slowed  my  pace  and  raised  my  hands  up  in  the  air,  still  holding 
on  to  my  bat.  "What  do  you  want?"  I  yelled  at  him. 

"S-st-st-tay  back,"  he  stuttered.  I  glanced  to  the  right  and  saw 
his  beat  up  Toyota  Corolla  -  navy  blue,  rusty,  at  least  fifteen  years 
old.  I  could  see  gray  things  stacked  inside  it.  It  took  some  focusing 
for  me  to  recognize  them  as  body  parts.  I  stopped. 

"What  do  you  want?" 

He  began  shuffling  toward  me,  starting  to  sob.  He  wiped  his 
teary,  oily  face  with  one  hand,  keeping  the  gun  pointed  at  me.  Stray 
strands  of  hair  melted  down  on  him,  greased  to  the  side  of  his  head. 
"What  do  I  want?"  he  said,  exasperated.  His  sobs  morphed  into 
chuckles. 

"We'll  give  you  whatever  you  want;  we  don't  want  any  trouble," 
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I  lied.  We  needed  the  truck.  We  needed  him  dead.  I  looked  back  at 
the  Corolla.  A  dismembered  gray  mass  twitched  and  writhed. 

"I  don't  want/'  he  stopped  chuckling.  His  face  contorted.  "I 
need/'  he  took  a  pause  and  breathed.  "I  need  you  all  gone,"  he 
stammered.  "Get  the  hell  out  of  my  gas  station!"  He  aimed  his 
shotgun  at  my  head. 

Glass  shattered.  A  gray,  battered  torso  crawled  out  of  the  back 
seat  of  the  Toyota,  with  bleeding  flesh  dripping  down  its  jaw.  The 
man's  gaze  faltered,  and  I  attempted  to  make  my  move.  He  quickly 
turned  back  at  me,  gun  pointed. 

"Stop!"  He  yelled  out.  "All  of  you  caused  this!"  He  cried.  "Sinners 
-  angering  God;  punishing  us  all!"  He  sobbed,  attempting  to  aim 
with  shaking  hands. 

I  tried  to  focus  on  the  crawling  mass  heading  toward  us,  but  he 
started  to  pace  and  fumble  with  his  gun.  "You  lookin'  at  Marybeth?" 
his  face  contorted,  voice  shaking,  pointing  haphazardly  at  the  torso 
leaving  his  car.  "Look  what  you  did  to  her!  Yeah,  stare  at  her!  Look 
how  I  have  to  take  care  of  her  now;  look!" 

He  wiped  away  more  tears,  whimpering.  I  attempted  to  move, 
but  he  quickly  focused  back  at  me,  aiming  his  weapon.  He  cocked 
back  the  gun.  "I'm  sending  you  back  to  where  you  all  belong  - 
Hell!" 

"Devin!"  I  heard  my  sister's  voice,  changed  into  a  shrill  scream 
she  had  never  made  before.  The  dead  creature  had  broken  her 
window,  growling  and  grabbing  as  she  tried  to  fight  back.  The 
man's  attention  waivered  again,  and  I  didn't  hesitate  this  time.  I 
ran  at  full  speed.  He  turned  around,  aimed  his  gun,  and  fired  as  I 
tackled  him  down.  Gun  fire  flew  into  empty  air  while  I  fought  for 
the  weapon. 

I  was  focused,  and  even  though  the  guy  was  big,  it  didn't  take 
much  to  knock  his  ass  out  with  my  bat.  He  was  weak.  The  only 
thing  that  made  him  useful  was  a  gun,  and  I  had  taken  that  from 
him  quickly.  Without  a  second  of  hesitation,  I  aimed  the  shot  gun 
an  inch  from  his  shining  forehead.  I  couldn't  get  myself  to  pull  the 
trigger,  though.  I  settled  for  shooting  him  in  the  thigh,  and  then 
again  in  the  other  thigh.  He  could  die  on  his  own  terms.  Let  the 
dead  get  to  him. 

Rotting  flesh  and  broken  glass  from  the  windshield  flew  in  all 
directions  when  I  shot  down  my  sister's  attacker  -  I  had  forgotten 
how  messy  shotguns  could  be,  especially  with  a  shot  to  the  head.  I 
opened  the  driver's  side  to  find  her  cowering  in  the  seat,  covered 
in  blood,  dead  flesh,  and  glass.  She  looked  up  at  me  and  instantly 
began  sobbing.  I  never  really  was  the  type  to  hug  her,  but  I  did 
wrap  my  arms  around  her  then  and  cradled  her. 

She  was  cradling  herself,  and  nudged  me  to  look  at  her  wrist. 
Blood  glazed  down  her  thin  forearm,  exposing  torn  pieces  of  skin 
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and  muscle.  My  heart  sank  down  to  my  stomach.  I  was  too  late, 
again. 

I  took  her  inside  the  gas  station  and  cleaned  her  up.  We  sat  in 
the  aisles,  opening  up  snacks.  I  would  bring  her  a  new  Dorito  bag 
whenever  she  finished  the  last  one.  As  we  sat  there  waiting  for  it  to 
happen,  I  decided  to  tell  her  about  my  sins. 

"Amber,  I  have  done  some  pretty  bad  things,"  I  started.  She 
stayed  quiet,  crunching  on  a  handful  of  chips. 

"Do  you  know  why  we  moved  here?"  I  asked. 

"Momma  said  it  was  to  be  in  a  better  neighborhood,"  she  said  in 
between  chews. 

"Kinda,"  I  said,  quietly.  "I  got  involved  with  some  bad  people, 
Amber.  People  that  changed  me.  There's  a  reason  I  can  fight  and 
kill  zombies  like  I  do.  There's  a  reason  I  could  do  that  to  grandma 
without  feelin'  sad." 

"But  you  had  to  keep  us  safe." 

"Yeah,  but  Amber,"  I  tried  to  explain,  "Normal  people  wouldn't 
be  able  to  do  that.  Could  you  kill  grandma?" 

She  didn't  say  anything.  She  stopped  eating. 

"I  would  hurt  people  before  there  even  was  zombies.  I'd  steal 
things.  I'd  sell  drugs.  I  got  in  so  deep,  Amber.  Even  if  I  wanted  to 
stop,  they  wouldn't  let  me.  They'd  come  after  not  just  me,  but  our 
whole  family." 

"So  we  moved  away?" 

"Yeah.  Mom  and  dad  got  sick  of  it,"  I  fiddled  with  an  empty  bag 
of  chips,  hesitating  to  say  anything  more. 

"So  that's  what  makes  a  sinner,  Amber.  I  didn't  care  about  no 
body,  not  even  mom,  or  dad,  or  you.  You  ain't  a  sinner.  I  am." 

Amber  opened  her  mouth  to  speak,  but  she  wheezed  and 
coughed  instead.  After  a  few  moments,  she  fell  back,  exasperated. 

"I'm  scared,  Devin,"  she  whispered,  looking  up  at  me.  Her  eyes 
glazed  over,  changing  her  golden  eye  color  into  a  cloudy  gray.  I 
couldn't  keep  the  ball  up  in  my  throat  anymore.  I  cried. 

"I  tried  so  hard  to  make  it  up.  I  tried  so  hard  to  keep  you  safe. 
And  it's  all  my  fault.  I  failed."  It  was  all  I  could  muster  up.  I  thought 
about  going  back  home  to  my  parents.  No  defense,  no  excuse  could 
explain  to  them  how  I  had  let  them  down,  how  I  had  made  this 
happen.  "Maybe  grandma  was  right;  maybe  bad  people  like  me  did 
cause  this.  I  caused  this."  I  held  Amber  in  my  arms,  scared  just  as 
much  as  her  about  what  was  to  happen. 

Amber  chuckled.  She  put  her  hands  on  my  head,  and  turned  it 
so  she  could  whisper  in  my  ear.  "Trust  me,  God  ain't  mad  at  you," 
she  said. 

That's  when  her  heart  stopped.  Her  breathing  stopped,  and  her 
pale  eyes  stared  back  at  me.  How  could  things  end  so  badly?  I  was 
the  bad  guy  -  why  am  I  alive  and  this  girl's  dead?  God  should  be 
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mad  at  me! 

I  stood  up,  faced  the  limp  girl  leaning  against  the  shelf,  and 
pointed  the  shotgun  at  her.  We  both  knew  what  to  do  if  this  was 
to  happen  -  it's  what  we  wanted.  After  all,  you  aren't  a  person 
anymore  when  you  turn  undead.  You're  just  a  monster.  But,  as  I 
watched  the  girl  wheeze  and  twitch  back  to  life,  her  eye  lids  rising, 
I  hoped  it  could  be  Amber.  Under  the  sound  of  her  new,  shallow 
breaths,  I  could  hear  the  clicking  of  my  shotgun  trembling.  I 
lowered  it. 
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